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RECOMMENDATION. 


5 THE Editor muſt have employed 
no inconſiderable portion of time and attention 
in collecting, altering and arranging the follow- 
ing Hymns, for which we think him entitled 
to, and truſt that he will receive, ſuitable 
acknowledgment. We readily recommend 
this publication, as more uniformly evangelical 
than hymn books in general, to the patronage 
of thoſe, who love our Lord Jeſus Chriſt in 
ſincerity, and earneſtly intreat the great Object 
of the ſong to accept the praiſe here offered to 
the glory of his cxalted name. 


SAMUEL EYLES PIERCE. 
SAMUEL ROWLES. . 
JOHN GILES. » 
JOHN PAUL PORTER. 
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To 60D. 


I. Sevens. INGENUUS. 


NY to God a joyful ſong ; £ | 
| Tune your harps, ye angel throng, 
Raptur'd ſtrike each golden ſtring ; | 


Echoing heavens, praiſe your King, 


Glorious orb of liquid flame, 

Shine to thy Creator's fame: 
Moon and ſtars, his praiſe rehearſe, 
_ Gladly join the grateful verſe. 


Heav'n of heav'ns, your Maker laud, 
Spread his wond'ruus works abroad; 


Floods on high, his pow'r declare, 
For he fix'd your ſtation there. 


Earth, the heav'nly concert join, 


Stormy winds and hail, combine 
Thunders roll, and lightnings blaze; 


Snow and vapour, join the praiſe. 


Feather'd throng, that ſkim the ſky, 


_ Soaring, ſwell your muſic high; 


Humble plants, with meekneſs nod; 


_ Cedars, bow and bleſs your God. 


Tow'ring mountains, ev'ry deep, 


Beaſts and cattle, worms that creep, 
Favour'd mortals, old and young, 


Let his mercies grace your tongue. 


Zion's ſons, your voices raiſe, 


Sing his marchleſs works and ways: 


All creation loud proclaim 
Endleſs honors to his name. 


1 


II. As the 148th. Morrow 8 Col. 
3 To the Trinity. 
BE the great God on high 

Eternally ador'd; 


Who gave his Son to die, 
The dear redeeming Lord: 


He, Jeſus from his boſom gave. 


The people of his love to 


Worſhip, and praiſe, and pow'r, 
Aſcribe ye to the Lamb; 
His finiſh'd work adore, 
And truſt the Savior's name : 
Jeſus, the Son, to ſinners giv'n ; 
Who ſaves from hell, and lifts to heav'n. 


The bleſſed Spirit praiſe, 
Who ſhews th' atoning blood, 
Applies the Savior's grace 
And ſeals the ſons of God: 
All thanks, and praiſe and glory too 


Are to the Lord the Spirit due. 


Saints, with the church above, 
When time and death ſhall end, 
In ecſtacies of love, 
Eternity ſhall ſpend: 
Spend in the great Jehovah's praiſe, 
An age of eveilaſting days. 


III. As the 148th. WarTrs, altered. 
Anoiber. | 
Wes give immortal praiſe 
Io God the Father's love, 
For all our comforts here, 
And better hopes above : 


Bn 


He ſent his own beloved Son 
Todie for crimes that we had done. 


To God the Son belongs 
Immortal glory too, 
Who ſav'd us by his blood 
From everlaſting woe: 
In glory now ſupreme he reigns, 
And ſees the fruit of all his pains. 


To God the Spirit's name 
Immortal praiſes give, 
Whoſe new- creating power 

Makes the dead ſinner live: 
Tis he completes the great deſign, 
And fills the ſoul with joy divine. 


Almighty God, to thee 
Be endleſs honors done--- 

The great myſterious Three, 
Let undivided One. 
Where reaſon fails with all her powers, 
There faith prevails, and love adores. 


N W 


T oO him that choſe us firſt, 
1 Before the world began; 
To him that bore the curſe 
To fave rebellious man; 
To him that form'd our hearts anew, 
Is endleſs praiſe and glory due. 


The Father's love ſhall run 
Thro' our immortal ſongs ; 
We bring to God the Son 

Hoſannas on our tongues : 


With equal ptaiſe, and zeal the ſame. 


What lofty numbers ſhall we frame, 
Equal to thy moſt glorious name? 


Forgive, forgive our feeble lays; 
Sound forth thy own eternal praiſe : 


Calls for the voice that made the ſky. 


11 a | 
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O'er all the ſons of human race 
He ſhines with a ſuperior grace; 


5 


Our lips addreſs the Spirit's name, 


Let ev'ry ſaint above, | 
And angel round the throne, 
For ever bleſs and love | 
The ſacred Three in One: 
Thus heav'n ſhall raiſe his honors high, 
When earth and time grow old and die. 


V. L. M. ToerLavr's Col. 
Another. 


ry ALL, ſacred One! almighty Three! 
Great, everlaſting myſtery ! 


A theme ſo vaſt, a ſong ſo high, 


VI. L. M. Warrs's P. 
T0 God the Son. 
OW be my heart inſpir'd to ſing 
The glories of my Savior-King, 
Jeſus the Lord; how heav'nly fair 
His form ! how bright his beauties are! 


Love from his lips divinely flows, 
And bleſſings all his ſtate compoſe. 


"+ 
Dreſs thee 3 in arms, moſt mighty Lord ! 
| Gird on the terror of thy ſword! 
In Majeſty and glory ride, 
With truth and b at thy fide, | 


Thine anger, like a pointed dart, 
Shall pierce the foes of ſtubborn heart: 
Or words of mercy, kind and ſweet, 
Shall melt the rebels at thy feet. 


Thy throne, O God, for ever ſtands ; 
Grace is the ſceptre i in thy hands; 
Thy laws and works are juſt and right; 
Juſtice and grace are thy delight. 


God, thine own God, has richly ned 

His oil of gladneſs on thy head, 
And with his ſacred Spirit bleſt 
5 firſt-born Son above the reſt. 


VII. 1 M. Warrs's H. 


Another. 


Now for a tune of lofty praiſe 

To great Jehovah' S equal Son ; 
Awake, my voice, in heav'nly lays 
Tell the loud wonders he hath done, 


| Sing, how he left the worlds of light, 

And the bright robes he wore above ; 

How ſwift and joyful was his flight, 
On wings of everlaſting love. 


” Down to this baſe, this ſinful earth 
He came to raiſe our nature high ; 

He came t' atone Almighty wrath ; 
* the God, was born to die. 


E 
| Hell and its lions roar'd around : 
His precious blood the monſter ſpilt ; 
While weighty ſorrows preſs'd him down, 
Large as the loads of all our guilt, 


| Deep in the ſhades of gloomy death, 

| Th' Almighty Captive Pris'ner lay; 

' Th ' Almighty Captive left the earth, 
And rofeto everlaſting day. 


Amidſt a thouſand Harps and ſgngs 
| Jeſus, the God, exalted reigns 3 
ti © may his praiſe fill all ou ton 

| And echo to the heav'nly phains. 


1 VIII. I. M. WAVTIs, altered. © 
To Ged the Holy Ghoſt. 


TERNAL Spirit! thee we bleſs. 

And ſing the wonders of thy grace; 
Thy love conveys our bleſſings down 
From God the Father and the Son. 


Enlighten'd by thine heav'nly ray, 

Our ſhades and darkneſs turn to day; 

F | Thine inward teachings make us know 
Our danger, and our refuge to. 


Thy mighty power works within, 

And breaks the chains of reigning fin ; 
Doth each imperious luſt ſubdue, 

And moulds and forms the will anew. 


tk Thou doſt allay the ſtormy wind, 
And calm the ſurges of the mind: 
The troubled conſcience knows thy voice; 
And thou doſt make the heart rejoice.— 


" $3.3 


Forgive the ſong that falls fo low 
Beneath the gratitude we owe! 

It means thy praife, however poor, 
And angels ſongs can do no more. 
1 


IX. As the 148th. Warrs, alter ed, Wig: 
The Divine , rfections. | 


HE Lord Jehop; reigns, 
His throne jsgbuilt on high; 
The e 


mes 
Are light an 4 leſely: 15 
His glory ſhines with beams fo bright, 


No mortal eye can bear the ſight. 


The thunders of his hand 
Keep the wide world in awe : 
His wrath and juſtice ſtand, 
To guard his holy law; 
And where his love reſolves to bleſs, 
_ His truth confirms and ſeals the grace. 


Thro' all his works and ways 
Unbounded wiſdom ſhines; 
His foes how, low he lays 1 ! 
He mocks their vain deſigns : 
Strong is his arm, and ſhall fulfil 
His great decrees, and [ov reigit will. 


And is this God the ſame _ 
That thus doth condeſcend ? 
And will he write his name, 
A Father and a Friend ?--- 
Adore his grace with one accord 
Let all bebe praiſe this Lond. 477 
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E 
X. C. M. Rowe. 
The Eternity of God. 
1 didſt, O mighty God, exiſt 


E'er time began its race, 


7 Before the ample elements 


Fill'd up the voids of ſpace. 


Before the pond'rous earthly globe 


In fluid air was ſtay'd; 
Before the ocean's mighty ſprings 
Their liquid ſtores difplay'd. 


E er men ador d or angels knew, 
Or prais'd thy wond'rous name; 


Thy bliſs, O ſacred ſpring of life ! 
And glory were the ſame. 


And when the pillars of the world, 
With ſudden ruin, break; 


And all this vaſt, and goodly BO | 
5 Sinks in the mighty wreck . ; z 


: When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, - 


Th' aſtoniſh'd ſun roll back; 


While all the trembling ſtarry lamps 


Their ancient courſe forfake : 5 


For ever permanent aud fix'd, 


From agitation free; 
Unchang'd, in werlaſting years, 
Shall oy exiſtence be. 


i C. M. 


The Glory of God. 


\ REAT God, how wide thy glory ſhines! 
How High thy wonders riſe! 


— ns. pnee 
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[| 13 } 
Known thro' the earth by thouſand ſigns, 
By thouſands through the ſkies. 


Part of thy name divinely ſtands 
On all thy creatures writ, | 
They ſhew the labor of thine hands, 
Or impreſs of thy feet. AX 


But when we view thy chen 
Too ſave rebellious worms, 5 
Where vengeance and compaſſion j join, 
In their divineſt forms ; 


Our thoughts are loſt in joyful awe; 
Wee love and we adore; | 
The firſt arch- angel never ſaw 
So much of God before. 


Here the whole Deity is known, 

Nor dares a creature gueſs 

Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice or the grace. 


When ſinners broke the Father” $ laws, | 
The dying Son atones ; 

O, the dear myſt'ries of his croſs ! 

The triumph of his groans! 


Now the full glories of the Lamb: 
Adorn the' heav'aly plains ; 

Sweet cherubs learn I mmanuel's name, 
And try their choiceſt ſtrains, 


O may I bear ſome humble part 

In that immortal ſogg ! - 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


XII. L. M. Towcoop's Col. 


The Majeſty of Ged. 


O thou, my ſoul, in ſacred lays, 
Attempt thy great Creator's praiſe : 
But, O, what tongue can ſpeak his fame! 
What mortal verſe can reach the theme ! 


| Enthron'd amidſt the radiant ſpheres, 


He glory like a garment wears: 
To form a robe of light divine, 


Len thouſand ſuns around him ſhine. 


Before his throne a glitt'ring band 


Of ſeraphim and angels ſtand ; 


Etherial ſpirits, who in flight 


Out wing the active rays of light. 


To God all nature owes its birth; 2 
He form'd this pond'rous globe of earth : 
He rais'd the glorious arch on high ; 
And meaſur'd out the azure ſky. 


In all our Maker's grand deſigne, 


Omnipotence with wiſdom ſhines ; 


His works thro' all this wond'rous frame, 


Bear the great impreſs of his name. 


| Rais'd on devotion's Jofty wing, 


Do thou, my ſoul, his glories ſing ; 
And let his praiſe employ thy tongue, 


Till lining worlds applaud the ſong. 


C41: 

XIII. C. M. Warrs's H. 

be Omnipreſence of Gad. 
Lo. where ſhall guilty ſouls retire, 


Forgotten and unknown? 
In hell, they meet thy dreadful fire, 
In bear n, thy glorious throne. 


Should we ſuppreſs our vital breath 

To ' ſcape the wrath divine, 

Thy voice would break the bars of death, 
And make the grave reſign. 


If, wing'd with beams of morning light, 
We fly beyond the. weſt, 

Thy hand, which muſt ſupport our fight, 
Would ſoon betray our reſt. 


17 o'er our ſins we think to dra 
The curtains of the night; 
| Thoſe flaming eyes, that guard thy law, | 
Would turn the ſhades to light. | 


The beams of noon, the midnight hour | 
Are both alike to thee :--- 

Lord! we have ſinn d againſt that pow r, 
From which we cannot flee ! 


XIV. C. M. Warres H. 
The Decrees of God. 


ET the whole race of creatures lie 
Abas'd before their God; 
W hate'er his ſov'reign voice has form' d 
He governs with a nod. 
WS —- 
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Ten thouſand ages ere the ſkies 


Were into motion brought, 
All the long years and worlds to come 
Stood preſent to his ought. ; 


There's not a ſparrow or a worm 
But's found in his Decrees ; 


He raiſes monarchs ts their throne, 


And ſinks them as he pleaſe, 


If light attend the courſe J run, 
Tis he provides thoſe rays; 

And 'tis his hand that hides my fur, 
1! darkneſs cloud my days. 


Yet I would not be much eoneern'd, 
Nor vainly long toſee 

r he volumes of his deep decrees, 
What months are writ for me. 


N hen he reveals the book of life, 
O, ma l read my name 


Amongſt the ohoſen of his love, 


l follow rs of che Lamb! 
XV. C. M. Warrs's I. 
God's eternal . | 


'\ REAT God, how infinite art thou! 
I What warthlefs worms are we ! 

Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
And pay their praiſe to thee. 


Thy throne eternal ages ſtood, 
E'er leas or lars were made; 

"Fhou art ihe ever-living God, 
Were all the nations dead. 


1 17 ] 


Nature and time quite naked lie 
To thine immenſe ſurvey, 
From the formation of the iky 
To the great burning day. 


Eternity, with all its years, 
Stands preſent in thy view; 

To thee there's nothing old appears, 
To thee there's nothing new. 


Our lives through various ſcenes are drawn, 

And vex'd with trifling cares; 

While thine eternal thought moves om 
Thine undiſturb'd affairs. 


Great God, how infinite art thou! 
What worthleſs worms are we! 
Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
And pay their praiſe to the. 


XVI. - C. Mt. Warrs's ; andH, 
The Wiſdom of Gd. 
TERNAL 7 iſdom, thee we praiſe, 


Thee the creation ſings : 
With thy loy d name, rocks, hills and . 
And — n's high palace rings. 


Thy hand, how wide it ſpread the K ! 
How glorious to behold! 

Ting'd with a blue of heav'nly dye, 
And ſtarr'd with ſparkling 1 


Thy glories blaze all nature round, 
And ſtrike the gazing ſight, | 
Thro' ſkies, and ſeas, and ſolid ground, 
With terror and delight. 

33 
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Infinite ſtrength, and equal ſkill 
Shine thro” the worlds abroad; 
Our ſouls with vaſt amazement fill, 


And ſpeak the Builder God. 


But, in thy goſpel's wond'rous frame, 


Freſh wiſdom we purſue ; 
A thouſand angels learn thy name, 
Beyond whate'er they knew. 


Thy name is writ in faireſt lines, 
Thy wonders here we trace : 


| Wiſdom thro all the mylt'ry ſhines, 


And ſhines in Jeſus' face. 8 
XVII. C. M. Warrs and STEELE, 
Die Goodneſs of G od. 


Queer: is the mem 'ry of thy grace, 


O God, our heav'nly King 


| ** age to age thy 8 


In ſounds of glory ſing. 


| God reigns on high, but not confines. 


His goodneſs to the ſkies; | 


Thro' the whole earth his bounty ſhines, 


And ev'ry want ſupplies, 


With longing eyes his creatures wait 


On him for daily food, 
His lib'ral hand provides them meat, 
And fills their mouths with good. 


All nature owns his guardian care, 
In him we live and move ; 
But nobler benefits declare 


| The wonders of his love. 


5 [19] 
He gave his Son, his only Son 
15 Ben 


ranſom rebel worms ; | 
"Tis here he makes his goodneſs known 
In its diviner forms. | 


| Great God, to thy almighty love, 
What honors ſhall we raiſe ? 
Not all the raptur'd ſongs above 
Can render equal praiſe. 


XVIII. L. M. Moxrox's Col. 
Glory ye in his holy Name. 


( happy ſouls, who know the Lord, 
Who truſt, and triumph in his word; 
His honor, and his praiſe proclaim, 

And “ glory in his holy name.“ 


He is Jehovah, juſt and true: | 
| He's gracious, and he's kind to you: 
He is your God, O ſing his fame! 
And “glory in his holy name.“ 


Behold, in Jeſus, how divine 

His graces, and his glories ſhine! _ 
Let the ſweet theme your ſoul enflame ; 
And “glory in his holy name.” : 


His conqueſt and his triumphs tell, 
O'er ſin, o'er ſatan, death, and hell: 
Him as your God for ever claim, 
And „ glory in his holy name.” 


Thus, whilſt on earth, the praiſes ſing 

Of Ged your portion, God your King; 

ill you in heav'n take up the theme, 
And * glory in his holy name.” | 


SE = 
XIX. L. M. B---M. 


The Fuſtice of God: 


TA THEN man rebell'd againſt the Lord, 
Juſtice drew forth her flaming ſword; 


But O, Immanuel ſhews his face, 
And takes the ſinners dreadful place. 


Jeſus, the ſurety, then did ſay, 
« Come, juſtice, pierce thy ſword thro' me, 


“ 'Take an atonement in my blood, 
* And man ſhall be reſtor'd to God.” 


Lo, juſtice thruſts her awful ſword, 
 'Thro' Jeſus, the incarnate Lord, 


Then, then he fell, he groan'd, he dy'd, 
And ſo ſtern juſtice ſatisfy'd. OE LED 


| Now. ſinners, flock to Calv'ry's hill | 
And there ſee juſtice ſweerly ſmile ; 


O look to Chriſt, on him depend, 
And juſtice is your conſtant friend. 


Yes, God is juſt, yet full of grace, 

This I behold in Jeſus face, ' 
In his myſterious perſon view, 
The wiſe, juſt God, and Savior too. 


Lord, may I dove the wond'rous way, 
Thro' which thy mercy flows to me; 


While I behold thee juſt, and Kind, 


May I thy great ſalvation find. 


„ 
XX. C. M. War rs's H. 
The Faithfulneſs of God. 


Brod. , my ſoul, ſome heav'nly theme, 
And ſpeak fome boundleſs thing; 
The mighty works, or mightier name, 

Of our eternal King. | 


Tell of his wand'rous faithfulneſs, 

And ſound his pow'r abroad ; 

Sing the ſweet promiſe of his grace, 
nd the performing God. 


Proclaim ſalvation. from the Lord; 
For wretched, dying men: 

His hand hath writ the ſacred word 
With an immortal pen. 


Engrav'd as in eternat braſs 
The mighty; promiſe ſhines; | 
Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raſe 
Thoſe everlaſting ines. 


His ev'ry word of grace is firong - 
A As that which built the ſkies; 
The voice that rolls the ſtars along, 
Spakeall the promiſes. ; 


Lord, might I hear thy heav' ay tantzue 
But whiſper, {hou art mine! | 

Thoſe gracious words ſhould raiſe my 0g 
Io notes almoſt divine. 


How would my y leaping heart rejoice, ; 

And think — heav n ſecure 

Give me to hear thy pcaceful voice, - 
And faith deſires no more. | 


1 
1 C. M. Boepex's Col. 
God 1s Love, 


OME, ye that know and fear the Lord; 
And lift your ſouls above; 


Let ev'ry heart and voice accord, 
To ſing, that God is love. 


| This precious truth, his word declares, 
wg all his mercies prove; 
eſus, the gift of gifts, appears 
To ſhew, that is love. 5 


Behold, his patience length'ned out, 
10 thoſe who from him rove; 
And calls effectual reach their hearts, 
To teach them, God 1 is love. 


The work begun, i is carry'd on, 
w'r from heav'n above; 
And ev'ry ſtep, from firſt to laſt, 
Nene that God i is love. 


And O that you, whoſe hard'ned hearts, 
No fears of hell can move; 

May hear the goſpel's milder voice, 
That tells you, God is love! 


Thouſands, as vile and baſe as you, 
Surround the throne above: 
The grace that chang'd, has tun'd their heart 
Teo ſing, that God is love. 


O may we all, while here below, 
This beſt of bleſſings prove; 

Till warmer hearts, in brighter walks, 
Shall ſhout, that God is love. 


[ 23 
XXII. C. M.“ Fruit 


The 22 an of Ged. 


Erna, pow'r, Almighty God! 
Who can approach thy throne ? 
Acceſsleſs light is thy abode, 
To angel-eyes nnknown. 


Before the radiance of thine eye, 
The heav'ns no longer ſhine ; 

And all the glories of the ſky 
Are but the ſhade of thine. 


Great God, and RY thou condeſcend 
To caſt a look below? 

To this vile world thy notice bend 
Theſe ſeats of ſin and woe? 


But oh! to ſhew thy ſmiling face, 
To bring thy glories near,--- 

Amazing and tranſporting grace, 
To dwell with mortals here. 


How frames how awful is thy love! 
With trembling we adore ; 

Not all th' exalted minds above 
Its wonders can explore. 


While golden * and 3 . 
Refound ah —_— _” 

Great God, permit our humble ſongs 

To riſe, and mean thy praiſe. = 


To th' poor and the needy, who knock by the way 
No ſinner ſhall ever be empty ſent back, 
Who comes ſecking mercy for Jeſus's fake, 


Its tories | 'll ſing, and its wonders [I'll tell: 


[24 ] . 
XXIII. 11. Geard T. Rieron's Selection. 
The Mercy of -— = 


"ny mercy, my God, is thętheme of my ſong, 
The joy of my heart, and the boaſt of my tongue 
Thy free grace alone, from the firſt to the laſt, 
Has won my alſectrons; and bound my ſoul faſt 


Without thy ſweet mercy I could not live here, 
Sin ſoon would reduce me to utter deſpair ; 


But, thro' thy free goodneſs my ſpirits revive, 
And he that firſt made me, ſtill keeps me alive. 


Thy mercy is more than a match for my heart, 
Which wonders to feel its own hardneſs depart ; 
Diſſolv'd by thy goodneſs, I fall to the ground, 
And weep to the praiſe of the — I found. 


The door of thy mercy ſtands open all day 


Thy mercy in Jeſus exempts me from hell ; 


'T was Jeſus my friend, when he hung on the tree 
Who open'd the channel of mercy for me. 


| Great father of mercies, thy goodneſs I own,” 


And th' covenant love of thy crucify'd Son: 
All praiſe to the Spirit, whoſe whiſper divine, 


Seals merey, and pardon, and 8 mine 


* 


ng, 


1gue 


t. 


> Wa) 


e tree 


. ws" 


Wins all divine Perfeions et 


| 51 
There wifdom Mines 1 
Fe Aſtoniſſi d angels 


He 5 all ius due, 


126 1 
XXIV. L. M. Tockra. 
Were and Truth are met together, Sc. 


JNFINITE g grace and ean it be, 


That heav'n's Supreme ſhould ſtoop 5 low! 


To viſit one ſo vile as me- 


One who has been his bitt ef f bal 


Am I awake, or do I dream? 


Is the tranſporting viſion true 5 


O'er guilt ſe great can merey dag. 1 & — 


Yet juſtice have its honors due * 


2 2 


Can holineſs dry e join i 1 494 


With truth, with juſtice, and with grace: ; 


To make eternal bleſſings mine, 


And fin with all its guilt, eraſe? | 


0 love | beyond, conceptiop great, 


That foren d the vaſt eee 7 


To reconcile rebellig . wean. 


While mercy 


rmogious meet; 


And now be fills the 'mercy-ſeat. 


1 Such are 3 IEA. UH of our God ; | 
And ſuch th amazing depths . „ 
To ſave, from wrath's vindictive rod, 


This chofeb — of Adam's rac race. 


[ 26; } 


With grateful ſongs, then,. let our ſouls 
Surround our gracious Father's throne ;. 
And all between the diſtant poles 


His truth and mercy ever own. 


XXV. 8. New Haven T. Davirs. 


The Pardming God. 


6 God of wonders! all thy ways 5 
Are matchleſs, Godlike, and divine; 
| But the fair glories of thy grace 79 


More Godlike and unrival'd ſhine : 
Who is a pard' _ God like thee ? 
Or who has grace ſo rich and free? 


Crimes of ſuch horror to forgive, 


Such guilty daring worms to ſpare, | 


This is thy grand prerogaiive, 


And noße ſhall in the honor ſhare, 


| Who is a pard'ning God like thee? 
Or who has grace ſo rich and free? 


Angels and men, reſign your claim 


To pity, mercy, love, and grace; 


Theſe glories crown Jehovah's name 


With an incomparable-blaze. 


Who is a pard'ning God like thee? $1 
Or who has grace ſo rich and free? 


In mendes loſt, with crembling N | 
od, 


We take the pardon of ou 


Pardon, for crimes of deepeſt dye, 


A pardon, fſeal'd with Jeſus' blood. 
Who is a pard'ning God like thee ? 


Or who has grace ſo rich and free? 


O may this ſtrange this matchleſs grace, 


2 Godlike miracle of love 


En 
Fill the wide earth with grateful praiſe, 
And all th' angelic choirs above 


Who is a pard'ning God like thee ? 
Or who has grace ſo rich and free? 


| CREATION and PROVIDENCE. 


XXVI. . M. STEELE. 


LO. when our raptur'd thought ſurveys 
| Creation' s beauties o'er, | 

All nature joins to teach thy praiſe, 

And bid our fouls adore, | 


Where' er we turn our gazing eyes, 
Thy radiant footſteps ſnine; 


* a * - * 


5 Ten thouſand pleaſing wonders riſe, 


And ſpeak their ſource divine. 


The living tribes, of countleſs forms, 


In earth, and fea, and air; 
The e flies, the ſmalleſt worms 
Almighty pow'r declare. 


Wo wiſdom, pow'r, and goodneſs, Lord, 


In all thy works appear; | 
And, O! let man thy praiſe record; 
Man, thy diſti; guiſh' d care! 


From thee the breath of life he drew; 
| That breath thy pow'r maintains; ; 
Thy tender mercy, ever new, 

His brittle trame ſuſtains. 


| Yet nobler ſavors claim his raiſe, 
Of reaſon's light poſſeſs” 45 
By revelation's brighteſt rays, 
Still more divinely bleſs d. 
"os 2 2 


Or will th' im 
= 0 timely { X 
On us that provi 


Thy providence, his 
When threat'nir 


Wich gemile ſiyiting rays ; ny 
O, may ouf Rips Ee ke known 
Thy ee ahd thy praiſe! 
| XXVII. L. M. STEELE. | 
The Myſteries if Providencs- 5 


| ] 8D, how myſterious are thy; ways! 


How blind are we ! how mean our praiſe ' ' 


Thy ſteps can mortal eyes explore ? 


"Tis ours, to wonder and adore! 


Thy deep decrees, from creature acht, DT 
Fs, hid in ſhades of awful night; 


Amid the lines, with curious eye, . 
Not angel minds preſume to pry. 


Great God, I would not aſk to ha f 


What in — ſhall be; 
If light and bli 


attenti my days, 
Then let my future hours praiſe. ; 


Is dark neſs and diftreſs. my ſhare? 


Then let me truſt thy guardian care; 5 
Enough for me, if love divine 
At length through ev'ry cloud mall ſhine. = 


dtd is 3&d Sb 


Yet this my ſoul deſires to'know, as 
Be this my only wiſh below 
« That Chriſt is mine! This s great 7 SY | 
Grant, bounteous God,-—and 1 am vel | 


„„ 
— XXVIIL C. . Cows. 
dnither. 


$ OD » moves in a mbſterious way, 2 


His wonders to perform; 


He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides 1 81 che ſtorm. | 


Deep i in unſathombhle: DM ' iy?! 
Of never-faili . - 

He treaſures: up. ts „ 
And works his ſoy reign wilt: 


Ye fearfulſaims; freſh courage take, 
The clouds ye ſo much dread | 
Are big withanercy, and ſhall break . 
In bleſſings on your head. 


Judge not the Lord by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt him for his grace; 
Behind a frowning defice, 
Ne hides a e 


His purpoſes will Tipe 

es PR AEA TW Sgt 

The bud may have a þftter t taſte, | 
But ſweet, Will bor che flow'r. | 


Blind bel is. — to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain; 
God is his own interpreter, 


And he will make it plaid. 7h: 


£3. - 


— — — — 2 
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1:1 
The FALL and RECOVERY of MAN. 
XXIX. L. M. Warrs's H. 


D by ſubtil ſnares of hell, 


Adam our head, our father fell, 


When ſatan in the ſerpent hid, 
Propos d the fruit that God forbid. 


Death was the threat ning, death began 
Io take poſſeſſion of the man 
His unborn race receiv'd the wound, 

And heavy curſes ſmote the ground. 


But ſatan found a worſe reward; 
Thus faith the veng'ance of the Lord, 
Loet everlaſting hatred be 


cc © Betwixt the woman's ſeed and thee. 


«© The woman's feed ſhall be my Son; 
„He ſhall deſtroy what thou haſt done; 
„ Shall break thy head, and only feel 
Thy malice raging at his heel.” 


He ſpake ; and bid four thouſand years 


Roll on ;---at length his Son appears; 
Angels with joy deſcend to earth, | 
And ſing the young Redeemer's birth. 


Lo, by the ſons of hell he dies: 
But as he hung twixt earth and ſkies, 


He gave their prince a fatal blow, 
And triumph d oer the pow rs below. 


XXX. C. M. Altered by Tor apy. 
| Original and actual Sin. 


oo I would ſpread my ſore diſtreſs 
And guilt before thine eyes: 


[3] 
Aid thy law, a aid thy ee 
How high my mes arife ! 


Shou'd(it thou conſign my ſoul to hell, 
And cruſh my fleſh to duſt; | 
Heav'n would approve thy vengeance well. 
And earth mult own it juſt. 


1 from the ſtock of Adam came, 
Unholy and unclean ; _ 

All my original is ſhame, 
And all my nature fin, 


q: rp 


Conceiv'd and ſhap'd in guilt I drew 
Contagion with my breath; 
And, as my days advanc'd, I grew 
A Juſter prey for death. 


No works nor righteouſneſs of men 
For ſin can e'er atone: 

The death of Chriſt ſhall ſtill remain 
Sufficient and alone. 


Then do not from ray ſoul . 
Nor drive me from thy face 
Create anew my vicious heart, . 
And fill my mouth with praiſe. / 


XXXI. 3 M. Warr's H 


The firft and ſecond Adam. 


DE in the duſt before thy throne, - | 
Our gal, and our diſgrace we own; 

Great God! we own th' unhappy name, 

Whence ſprung our nature and our ſhame. 


Adam the ſinner: at his fall, 1 4 5 
Death, like a conqu ror, fei . us call; 0 


+ +» wa * 


t 38-3 


-- kaked new-born babes are dead, 
By fatal union to their heads 


But whilſt our ſpirits flF'd with awe, 
Behold the terrors of thy law, 

We ſing the honors of thy grace, 
That ſent to ſave our ruin'd race. 


We ſing thine everlaſting Son, 
Wo join'd our nature to his on; 
Adam the ſecond, from the duſt” 

| Raiſes the ruins of the firſt. 


5 the rebellion of one man 

hro' all his ſeed the miſchief ran; 
And by one man's obedience now 
Are all his ſeed made rightebus too. 


Where ſin did reign and death abound, 855 
There have the ſons of Adam found 
Abounding life; there glorious grace 

Reigns thro' the Lord our — 


"The SORIPTURES. | 


XXXII. 1 M. Warrs, alen. 


A by an order from the Lord, 
The ancient prophets ſpoke the ws; 
His Spirit did their tongues inſpire, 


And warm d their hearts with heav 'nly fire. 


The works aud: wonders which they wiv 1 
Confirm'd the meſſages they b | . 
The prophet's pen ſucceeds his — 2 | 

To fave the holy word from death. 


_. God's kindeſt thoughts are here exprels'd, 
Able to make me wiſe and blefsd; 


U 33. 1, 


The doctrines are divinely true, 
Fit for reproof and comfort too. 


O for a ſtrong and laſting faith | 

To credit what th” Almighty faith ! 

T' embrace the meflage of his Son. 
And call the e MY 0K. Ways gl 


Then ſhall mine en eich pleaſure lock 
On the dear volume of thy book; 


There my Redeemer's face ſhall ſde,; 
And read his name who dy d d for me. 


XXXIII. C. M. STEBLE. 


The Excellency of the ben hure. t 


"ATHER of mercies, in thy word 
5 What endleſs glory ſhines! 
For ever be thy name ador'd - 


For theſe celeſtial Barn. COR ; | i 5 


Here, m 2 che . bons of want # : 
Exhauſtleſs richesifind 5 7 1, 
Riches, above what earth/can n grant, M 
And anne 
c Jas! 2117 b : 
Here the 1 tree 1 knowled r Ws, f 
And yields a frer repaſt; 5 fe 


Sublimer fweets than dirs Fe — 41. 
| Invite the longing taſte: S328 8 2 f il 


8 # 
Here, the Redeemer's ds. oc 2 + 
Spreads heay'nly, peace arou FS: b 8d 10 


And life, and eyerlaſ}; . | 
Attend the bliſsf ond 11 al 


RT 


O may theſe heav'nly pages be 

My ever dear delight; Zh 
And ſtill new beauties may I, ſee, 
And ſtill increafi ing light ! 


Divine Inſtructor, gracious Lord, 
Be thou for ever near, 

Teach me to love thy ſacred wen, 
And view my Savior there. 


XXXIV. L. M. Warrs's P. 


God manife fied i in his works and word. 


1 heav'ns declare thy glory, Lord, 
In ev'ry ſtar thy wiſdom ſhines: 
But when our eyes behold thy werd, 

We read thy Name in fairer lines. 


The rolling ſun, the changing light, 
And night and day thy pow 2 * 
But the bleſt volume thou haſt writ 
Reveals thy juſtice and thy grace. 


Sun, moon, and ſtars, convey thy praiſe 
Round the whole earth, and never ſtand : 
So when thy truth began its race, 

It touch'd and glanc d on ev'ry land. 


Nor ſhall thy ſpreading abba reſt, 
Till thro' the world thy truth has run, 
Till Chriſt has all the nations bleit, 
| That ſee the light, or feel the ſun. 


Great Sun of Righteouſneſs ariſe! 
Bleſs the dark world with heav'nly light; 111 

Thy goſpel makes the ſimple wiſe; 

Thy laws are pure, thy judgment right. 
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| Thy nobleſt wonders here we view, 

In ſouls renew'd, and fins forgiv'n : 
Lord, cleanſe our ſins, our ſouls renew, 
And make thy word our — to heav n. 


LAW Hind GOSPEL. 
XXXV. 1. M. Warrs, allered. 


"HE law declares, and makes us know / 
What debt immenſe to God we owe : 
But in the goſpel we may ſee 
How God hath ſet the debtor free. 


The law diſcovers guilt and ſin; 

And ſhe s how vile our hearts have been; : 
Only the goſpel can expreſs 

God's mercy, love and righteouſneſs. 


What curſes does the law denounce _ 
Againſt the man who ſins but once: 
But in the goſpel Chriſt appears 
Pard'ning the guilt of num'rous years. 


The vileſt ſinner out of hell, e 
That can his caſe to Jeſus tell, . ge rt 
Shall find relief thro? his deat blood. 
And pardon from'a gracious God.--- 


My ſoul, no more attempt to draw - - 
Thy life or comfort from the law : © © 


All joy and dere the goſpel, gives: 
5 Happy the ſinner who believes. 
| "big e 10 wv. ane 
| AERIE sal). l. 
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XXXVI. L. M. Nawrox, Aerea. 
| Another. . 


EHOVAH once to Lirael oe 
From Sinai's top in fire and ſmoke- 
H. ſpeaks in love from Zion now, 
And wears no terrors on his brow. 


When Sinai's thund'ring law was heard, 

Moſes himſelf then quak'd and frar d. 

Bu: now the voice of Jeſus“ blood 
Invites poor wand'ring ſouls to God. 


The goſpel now, with accents mild, 
Speaks to the ſinner as a child; 
Proclaims a reconciling God, 


And points the ſoul to \Jeſus' tlood. ? 
The voice of mercy {weeily ſuunds 
From the Redeemer's bleeding wounds : 


By theſe the Lurd was pleas d to prove 
| How hem his covenant and love.--- 


Thy blood, dear Jaſding thine aha; 
 Hath ſov'reigg virtue to atane 
Here may we teſt aur ny plea | | 
| When de approach, great Gd. to thee. | 
1 XXXVII N. Warrssh. 


The Law | p el. 


| | 3” IS not the as of __ 3 

On holy Sinai giv'n, 

8 And ſent to men b F Ar hands, 
Can bring a ſoul to heav'n : 


wy - 
"Tis not : the blood that Agron kpilt, 
Nor ſmoke of ſweeteſt ſmell, 


That can remoxe a ſinner's wilt 
Or ſave his foul: 19 81 bel ? 


Aaron, the priefl, refigns'his' breath | 
At God's immediate poop 
And i in the deſert ꝓields to de 

On the Kang, toll. Ph. 


And thus, on Jordan's yom omier fide, 
The tribes of Ifrael 


While Moſes how'd his head, wa dis 


Short of the promis'd land. 


4 
 Ifrael, rejoice! for Joſhua leads; 
= rg 1 


So far the Savior's name exceeds 


ee prieſt. 


XXXVII. -C. NM. Hax, wi 
For as many as are of the Warks F the c., 


are under the Curſe.” 


LJ OW can ye hape deludedifape, 


To ſee what none e er faWn— 


Salvation by the works obtain'd 
Of Sinai's fiery law? | 


It fin reveals, jt mente b, 
But can np qnexcy ſhaw : | 
All breakers of this law are curs'd, 


And that in quſtiee too. 


One precept, Wer 


This curſe pertains t bee 


7 


5 '? 


5 1 
And where's the man, in thought or deed, 
That has not broken all? 


Fly then, awaken'd ſinners, fly, 
: Your caſe admits no ſtay; 
The fountain's open'd now for ſin, 
Come waſh your guilt away. 


See how from Jeſus' wounded ſide, 
The water flows and blood; 
If you but touch that purple tide, 
Pos peace is made with God. 


Only by faith in Jeſus' wounds 7 
The ſinner finds releaſe; 
No other ſacrifice for fin 
Will God accept but this. 
XXXIX. E. M. Altered by TorlA Dx. 


The Law condemns, Grace juſtifies. 5 


a E aſk no more the dreadful law 
= To juſtify us now ; 
Since to convince and to condemn 
Ts all the law can do. 


_ *Tis from the mercy of our God 
That all our hopes begin: 
*Tis by the water and the blood, 
Our ſouls are cleans'd from fin. 


'Tis not by works of righteouſneſs, 
Which ourown hands have done; 
But we are fav'd by ſov'reign grace, 

Abounding through his Son. | 


39 J 
'Tis through th' atonement of his death, 
Who hung upon the tree, 
The Spirit is ; ſent down to breathe 
On ſuch dry bones as we. 


Jeſus, how glorious is thy grace ! 
W hen in thy name we truſt, 

Our faith receives thy righteouſneſs 
Which makes the ſinner juſt. * 


Rais'd from the dead, we live anew ; j 
And, juſtify d by grace, 
We ſhall appear in glory too, 

And ſee our Father's face. 


XL. C. M. Warrs, altered. 


The ceremonial Law, typical of Chrift. 


Tt true Meſſiah now appears, 
The types are all withdrawn : 

So fly the ſhadows and the ſtars 
Before the riſing dawn. 


No ſmoking ſweets, nor bleeding lambs, 


Nor kid, nor bullock lain, 
Incenſe and ſpice of coſtly names, 
Would all be burnt in vain. 


Aaron muſt put his robes away, 
His mitre and his veſt, | | 
When God himſelf comes down to be 
The Off ring and the Prieſt. | 


He took our mortal fleſh to ſhew 
The wonders of his love; 
For us he paid his life below, 
And prays for * , 
2 


3% 
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Lord give us all a ſtead) ruſt 
In by all-gracious name, 


Charm'd with the viriues of thy os, 
We'd ling thy matchleſs fame. b 


To him that and us in his blood . 
Be everla king praiſe, 

Sale .cion, houar, glory, pow'r, | 
Eternal as his days. 


gy*® 


XLI. Sevens. Bravrozp's Col. 
he Gaſpel. | 


"HIS i is goſpel ; ; this alone : ITS 
All, who for redemption groan, 

. All, who feel the weight of fin, - | 

All, who languiſh to be clean, 
All, who ſee themſelves undone, 79 

May take reſuge in the Son; 

And in him remiſſion have, 

- W ho can to the utmoſt  - 


XIII C. M. Omen. 
oy: 


JESUS, th' eternal ſen of God, en OTE? 
Whom ſeraphim.dbey, Ov: oy 
he boſom of the Father loaves, 1 ' 
And enters human clay: 


Down to our ſinful world he code. 

_ The Meſſenger ot grace, e 

And on the bloody tree expires 3 
A Victim i in our — 1 


[4+ 3 
. Tranſgreſſors of the deepeſt . 
In him ſalvation find; 


His blood removes the touleſt guilt, 
His ſpirit heals the mind. 


Our Jeſus ſaves from ſin and hell. 
His words are true and ſure, 
And'on this rock our faith may reſt. 

Immoveably ſecure. 


O let theſe tidi ings be receiv'd 
With univerſal joy, | 

And let the high angelic praiſe 
Our tunc ful powers employ ! 1 


Glory to God who gave his "a 
To bear our ſhame and pain: 
Hence peace on earth, and grace tamen, 
In endleſs bleſing; rergh. n 


XLIII. L. M. Warrs's H. 
The Power of the Goſpel. 


"HIS is the word of truth and love 
Sent to the nations from above; 

| 13 here reſolves to ſhew 

What his almighty grace. can do. 


This remedy did wi/dem find 

To heal diſeaſes of the mind: _ 
This ſov' reign balm, whoſe virtues can 
Reſtore the ruin'd;creature, man. 


The goſpel bids the dead revire, 

Sinners obey the voice, and live; 

Dry bones are rais d, and cloth'd afreſh, 

And hearts of ſtone D turn dto fleſh. 
2 


| 9 4 ] 
| | Where ſatan reign'd in ſhades of night, 
| The goſpel ftrikes a heav'nly light; 
| Our luſts its wond'rous pow'r controls, 
| And calms the rage of angry ſouls. 


j Lions and beaſts of ſavage name 

it Put on the nature of the lamb ; | 

| While the vain world eſteems it ſtrange, 
Gaze and admire, and hate the change. 


— — — 
_— — — — * 
— —— 


Let ſinners gaze and hate us too; 
The word, that ſaves us, doth engage 
A ſure defence from all their rage. 


| 
ji May but this grace our ſouls renew, 
| 
| 
j 


- - - 
— — — 
— — — — - wats 
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| £4: EXIV. S. M. Warrs, allered. 

5 Goſpel Times. 5 
T T OW beauteous are their feet, 

| Who ſtand on Sion's hill! 


Wbo bring ſalvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal! N 


How charming is their voice ! 

How ſweet the tidings are! 
Sion, behold thy Savior-King ; 

He reigns and triumphs here.” 


How happy are our ears, 
That hear this joyful ſound ; 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And ſought, but never found! 


How bleſſed are our eyes 

That ſee this heav'nly light! 

Prophets and kings deſir'd it long, 
But dy'd without the fight, 


1 43 


We never can repay 
The debt of love we owe: 


Lord, may we give ourſelves to thee, 
And all thy goodneſs Know! 


DOCTRINES and BLESSINGS. 
18. DNN. L. M. Warrs's II. 
Election. 1 
ESUS, we bleſs thy F Aber name; 


What bear aly bleſſings from his throne 
Flow down to — through his Son 1 


« Chriſt be my firſt elect, he ſaid ; 
Then choſe our ſouls in Chriſt our head ; 


Before he gave the mountains birth, 


Or laid foundations for the earth. 


Thus did eternal love begin 1 
To raiſe us up from death and fin; 


Our characters were then decreed, 


_ « Blameleſs in love, an holy leed. 5 


Predeſtinated to be ſons, 
Born by degrees, but choſe at once ; 
A new, regenerated race, 

To praiſe the glory of his grace. 


With Chriſt our Lord we ſhare our r pars 
In the affections of his heart: | 


Nor ſhall our ſouls be thence remov 9, 


Till he forgets his firſt-belov'd. 


Thy God and our's are both the * 1 


— . — — —_ 


_— 


— —d 
o — emu - — — ——ũ——ꝗ——ͤ — nd — —— — — -— 
A = — — - 8 


— — —— — — 


Pn " 
— at— a eh 
© - <a 


— — * 22 2 — 
- — — % 


— — — * * 
— rt 7 . _ 
- - 


— ND ION I OO OI AO EO 
* 


— — 


— 


1 
XLVI. L. M. B. -M. 


P n ain. 


WAS fix'd in God's eternal mind, 
When his dear ſons ſhould mercy find ; 
From ev- rlaſting he decreed, 


| When ev'ry good ſhould be convey d: 


1 Demi d was the manner how | 
We ſhould be brought the Lord to know; 3 


Yea, he decreed the very place, 
Where he would call us by his grace. 


Alſo the means were gd 


Thro' which his ſov'reign hes ſhould: run; 


So time, and place, yea, means, and mode, 
Were all determin'd by our God. 


Vaſt were the ſettlenients of grace 

On millions of the human race: 5 
And ev'ry favour richly given 

Flows from the ligh'c decrees of heav n. 


In ev'ry mercy, full and free, 


Th' appointing God.I wiſh io ſee ; 


To ſce how grace, ſree- grace has i510 
In ev'ry bleſſin 


ng he ordain d. 


Ves, deareſt Lord, is 27 e, 
Thy wile appointments to admire;; 
And trace the footſteps of my _ Fo 


Thro' ev'ry ee . 


1 
XLVII. IL. M.“ Tuck. 


Election in, 1 40 Upion with, Chri if, the g. eurce. 
of 2 later. ; 


1 XPAND, any 2 * 7 * * 8 7 
4 The matchheſs grace; of Zion's King 5 


W hoſe love, as —— as his Name, 


Ler all thy pom n 


Tas he, eternal a 5 
Form'ꝭd his great 3 dom firſt to lat; a: 
And, what his arm would e'er fulfil, | 

Stood ever prom to nis * 1 1 
5 21 12 . 3 
He ſaw, with one capacious glance, 
 Warld-ppon werld.4o fieadvance;'n 
And fix'd the end, e er time began, 


Ot ſeraph, reptile, and of man, 


0 
Of nan, chief work. of all below, 5 
What wonders ate wWe led to Wop py | 
Wonders ſurpaſſing augels' ken net = 
Are by our Gn 4% men. 
Grace, deep as the e . bs Is 5 @ 


i . bliſs dep SE 5 
For man; e'er a 4 ſin, were born, 
Or angels lang ereajion's melo. nr c 1 


Choſen of old, of old. EASE þ 4 
In Chriſt th normal n below d; 
Adopted too, and children made, 


E'er fin its banetul poiſon ſpread. 


Though ſin and ul infelt here 5 ph 
int hy lm * 


f 


Then let our ſouls, in humble praiſe, wilt 40s 
JI 0o Jeſus laſting anthems raiſe ; 


Prodiftination; ; or, My Times are in thy Hand! 


All my times are in thy hand, 88 1 
All events at thy command. 


His decrees, who form'd the 1 
Fix'd my firſt and ſecond birth:  _. 
Parents, native-place, and time,, 
All appointed v were e by him. 0 


He that form'd me in the womb, <1:413& 26 3 


Order d by his wiſe decree. 


Times of W belief. ls god Diu 


L 46 J. 
For all chat juſtice e' er demands, 
Receiv'd full payment from his hands. 
In him the Father never ſaw 
The leaſt tranſgreſſion of his law: 


Perfection, then, in him we view--- | 229 
His ſaints, in him, are perfect too. | 


7 4141 * 


And love eternal be our ſong, 4613.3 coil aet+ . 
As endleſs ages roll along. bo 1 


XLVIII. "Sevens. - Kine” 


OV'REIGN Ruler of the as, 


Ever gracious, eyer wiſe; 


He ſhall guide me to the tomb: 
All my times ſhall ever de 


Times of ſickneſs, times of health ; ig f 
Times of penury and wealth: n 
Times of trial and of grief;  __ ac b 


19 1 
Times the tempter's pow'r to prove: 
Times to taſte a Savior's love: 


All muſt come, and laſt, and end, 
As ſhall pleaſe my heav'nly friend, 


Plagues and deaths around me fly; 
Till he bids, I cannot die: 
Not a ſingle ſhaft can hit 

Till the God of love ſees fit. 


O thou gracious, wiſe, and juſt, 
In thy hands my life I truſt : 
Have I ſomewhat dearer ſtill ? 
L reſign it to thy will. 


May I always own thy hand- 
Still to the ſurrender ſtand : 
Know that thou art God alone, 

I and mine are all thy own. 
Thee, at all times, may I bleſs; 
| Having thee, I all poſſeſs: 

How can I bereaved be, 

Since I cannot part with thee. 


XLIX. 8, 7. WHITEFIELD's Col. altered. 


Love Divine. 


T OVE divine, all love excelling, 
Joy of heav'n to earth come down 

Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 

All thy faithful mercies crown : 
Jeſus, thou art all compaſſion, 

Pure, unbounded love thou art ; 

Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart! 


1 48 8 1 


-athe ! O'breathe thy loving Wl 
Into ev'ry troubledbreaft? 
Let us all in thee inherit 

Peace, and joy, and holy reſt: 

Take away the love of inning, 

Alpha and Omega be, 
End of faith, as its ui 

Set our fouls at liberty. 


Come! Al mighty to deliver, 
Let us life and ino r receiyxe! 
Come, poſſeſs gur hearts, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave! 
Thee we would be always bleſſing, 
Serve thee, as thine hoſts above, 
Bleſs and praiſe thee, without ceaſing; 
Glory 1 in thy a love. 


Carry on thy new creation, 
__ Happy, holy may we be! 
Let us fee our w hole ſalvation 
Perfectly ſecur'd\by thee: 
C hang'd from glory 1 into glory, 
Till in heav'n we take our place; 
ff we caſt ourcrowns Vefore een 
Loſt in Wonder, dove, and praiſe! 


1. C. A. #ttered by Forvapy. 
| Unchangeable Love. 
us Goqabam bn his promiſo ſtands, 
Elen when hechides his face! 


Hle truſts, in our, Redeemer” shands, 
His plery and: — 
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Then why, my ſoul, theſe ſad complaints, 
Since Chriſt and we are one ? 


Thy God is faithful to his ſaints, | 
1 faithful to his Son. 8 


Beneath his ſmiles my bean hath liv d, 
And part of heav'n poſſeſs'd 

I thank him for the grace ee d, 
And truſt him for the reſt. 


Jeſus, my God, I know his name; 
His name 1s all my truſt : 

He will not put my ſoul to ſhame, 
Nor let my hope be loſt. 


Firm as his throne, his promiſe ſtands ; ; 
And he can well ſecure 

What I've committed to his hands 
Till the deciſive hour. | 


Then will he own my worthleſs name 
Before his Father's face ; 

And in the new Jeruſalem 
Aſſign my ſoul a place. 


. 8. M. DoppRIDGE and B---M. 
Grace. : 


RACE! 'tis a charming ſound, 
Harmonious to the ear: 


Heav'n with the echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the earth ſhall hear. 


T'was grace that wrote my name, 
In God's eternal book : 

' I was grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my forrows took. 


1 
| 
| 
| 
[ 

| 

| 
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Grace the good work begins, 
And grace completes the ſame ; 


And grace conſtrains my ſoul to raiſe 
Hoſannas to the Lamb. 


From his abounding grace, 
Daily I draw ſupplies ; 
Grace is the never-ceafiny fpring 


Of all my ſwelling joys, 


And when I meet my Lord, 
And join the gracipus throng, 
Grace thall wy ſout to ſing, 

And grace be all the ſong, 


LIT. 4; M. RaprFoRD, altered. 
The C3 zuncil of Peace. | 
NG cre the ſun ſhot forth his beams, 


Or moon devolv'd her filver ſtreams, 


| PR Dyer s icheme was fix'd; 'twas done 


In council by the Three in One. 3 


The Father ſpake, the Son reply d, 

Tie Spirit with them both comply 'd ; 
Grace m. the cauſe for ſaving man, 
Aud wiſdom drew the noble plan. 


The Fa her choſe his only Son 

To die for crimes that man had done ; 
Immanuel to the choice agreed, 

And thus we're ſav'd in Chriit our Head. 


The Liuty Spirit f from above 

* calls the objects of God's love; 
Notos ihall perfh, non! tc Tot ;; - 

Chriſt's bieod has Lought hw dear they coſt, 


F 


What heights, what depths, what breadths of 
Wonder, believer, ſhout, and praiſe | grace! 
The One in Three, and Three in One, 

Who all theſe glorious works has done. 


2 LHI. L. M. Warrs's P. 
3 The Covenant of Grace. 
F ever may my ſong record 
The truth and mercy of the Lord; 


Mercy and truth for ever ſtand, 
Like heay' n, eſtabliſhed by his hand. 


1 Thus to his Son he ſware and ſaid, 


« With thee my cov'nant firſt was made; : 
In thee ſhall dying ſinners live, 
« Glory and grace are thine to give. 


«« Be thou my prophet, thou my prieſt ; 
Thy children ſhall be ever-bleſt ; 

« Thou art my choſen King : thy throne 
Shall ſtand eternal like my own. 


«« "There's none of all my ſons above 

«© So much my image or my love; 

« Celeſtial pow'rs thy ſubjects are; 
Then what can earth to thee compare? 


David my ſervant, whom I choſe 

To guard my flocks, to cruſh my focs, 

And rais'd him tv the Jewiſh thirone, 
Was but a thadow of my Son.“ 


No let the Church rejoice and ſing, 
Jeſus her Savior, and her King : 
Angels his heav'nly wonders thuw, 
And ſaints declare his works below. 


E 2 
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LIV. C. M. TorLavy's Col. 


Converting Grace. 


AIL, as Jeſus ; how divine 
„ IS Wy victorious ſword ! K 
The ſtouteſt rebel muſt reſign, 


At thy cummanding word. 


The ſtrongeſt holds of Satan Yield 

„To thy all-conqu'ring hand : 

When once thy glorious arm's reveal 'd, 
No creature can withſtand. | 


Deep are the wounds thy arrows give 
They pierce the hardeſt heart: 

Thy ſmiles of grace the ſlain revive, 
And joy ſucceeds the — 


| Still gird thy ſword upon thy thigh 
Ride with majeſtic ſway : 

Go forth, great Prince, triumphantly, 

And make thy focs obey. 


And when thy vict'ries are complete; 
When all the choſen race 

Shall round the throne of glory meet, 

To ”y thy conqu ring grace; 


O may my humble foul be found 
Among that favor'd band! 

That I with them, thy praiſe may ſound 
Throughout Immanuel's land. 


E203 
OA Fo ws © 
The Atanement. 
H is our nature marr'd by ſin! 
Nor can it ever find 


A way to make the conſcience clean, 
Or heal the wounded mind. 


In vain we ſeek for peace with God 
By methods of our own: 
Jeſus, there's nothing but thy blood 
Can bring us near the throne. 


The threat'nings of the broken law 
Impreſs our fouls with dread : 

If God his ſword of vengeance draw, 
It ſtrikes our ſpirits dead. 


But thine illuſtrious ſacrifice 
Hath anſwer'd theſe demands: 
And peace and pardon from the ſkies 
Come down by Jefus' hands. 


Here all the antient types agree, 
The altar and the lamb : 

And Prophets in their viſions ſee 
Salvation thro' his name. 


3 "Fa by thy death we live, O Lord; 
Tis on thy croſs we reſt: 
For ever be thy love ador'd, 

Thy name for ever bleſt. 


EVE L. M. Wurrzrrxip's Col. 


Reſting on the Atonement. 


Come, thou wounded Lamb of God, 
Come waſh us in thy _— blood; 


E 3 
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Give us to know thy love, then pain 
Is ſweet, and life or death is gain. 


Take our poor hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but thee : 

Seal thou our breaſt, and let us wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 


Ho bleſt are they who ſtill abide 
Cloſe ſhelter'd near thy blecding {ide ! 
Who life and ſtrength from thee we, 
And by thee move, and in thee live ! 


How can it be thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhould'ſt man to glory bring! 
Make ſlaves the partners of thy throne, 
Deck'd with a never-fading crown! 


Ah, Lord! enlarge our ſcanty thought, 
To know the wonders thou haſt w rought ; 
Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongues, to tell 
Thy love immenſe, unſearchable. 


Firſt-born of many brethren thou, | 
To thee both earth and heav'n muſt bow ! 
Help us, to thee our all to give: 

Thine may we die! thine may we live! 


LVII. c. M. STEELE. 
Divine Bounty. 


123 we adorc thy boundleſs grace, 

| The heights and depths unknown 

Of pardon, life, and Joy, and peace, 
In thy beloved Son. 
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O wond'rous gifts of love divine; 
Dear ſource of every good; 

Jeſus, in thee what glories ſhine ! 
How rich thy flowing blood! 


Come, all ye pining, hungry poor, 
The Savior's bounty taſte; 
Behold a never- failing ſtore 


For ev'ry willing gueſt. ? 


Here ſhall your num'rous wants receive 
A free, a full ſupply; 

He has unmeaſur'd bliſs to give, 
And joys that never die 


Can thoſe who hear the Gevier' s voice, 
Prefer earth's oy „„ 

(Ah, wretched fouls! ah, fatal choice!) 
To everlaſting joys ? R 


" * „ 
» hp 


Lord, bring unwilling fouls to thee, 

With ſweet reſiſtleſs pow'r; 

Thy boundleſs grace, let rebels ſee, 
And at thy feet adore. 


LVIII. L. M. Warrs's M. 
Redemption. 


THE mighty frame of glorious grace, 
That brighteſt monument of praiſe 


That e'er the 825 of Love deſign'd. 
. Employs and fills my lab' ring mind. 


Begin my foul, the heav'nly ſong, 

A burden for an Angel's tongue: 
When Gabriel ſounds theſe awful things, 
He tunes and ſummons all his ſtrings. 


1 


Proclaim inimitable love, 

Jeſus, the Lord of worlds above, 
Puts off his robes of bright, array, 
And veils the God in mortal clay. 


He that diſtributes crowns and thrones 
Hangs on a tree, and bleeds and groans: 
The Prince of life religns his breath, 


The King of Glory bows to death. 


But ſee the wonders of his pow'r, 
He triumphs in his dying hour, 
And, while by Satan's rage he fell, 
He daſh d the riſing hopes of hell. 


Thus were the hoſts of death ſubdu'd, 
And fin was drown'd in Jeſus' blood: 
Then he aroſe, and reigns above, 

And conquers ſinners by his love. 


Who {hall fulfil this boundleſs ſong? 
"The theme ſurmounts an angel's tongue: 
How low, how vain are mortal airs, 


When Gabriel's nobler harp deſpairs! 
LIX. L. M. Lawpzra T. Swans. 
„ .: wether 


| Henn willing was Jeſus to die, | 

That poor wretched ſinners, might live! 5 

The life they could not take away 
How ready was Jeſus to give! 


They pierced his hands and his feet; 
His hands and his feet he reſign'd ; 

The pangs of his body were great, 
But greater the pangs of his mind. 


E273 


That wrath would have kindl'd a hell 
Of never-abating deſpair 
In millions of creatures, which fell 


On Jeſus, and {ſpent itſelf there. 


Divinity burſt in a blaze 

f vengeance on Jeſus our head; 

_ Divini'y's in-dwelling rays 
Suſtain'd him till nature was dead, 


Divinity back to his frame 

Tze lite he had yielded reſtor'd, 

And Jeſus, entomb'd, was the fare 
With Jeſus in glory ador d. 


No nearer we venture than this, 
To gaze on a deep fo profound; 

But tread, ( while we taſte of the bliſs,) 
Wich rev'rence the hallowed ground. 


| LE. | Sevens. Mapax's Col. 
Redeeming Love. 
Now begin the heav'nly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jeſus' name; 


Ye, who Jeſus' kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 


Ve, who ſee the Father's grace 
Beaming in the Savior's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 

' Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


Welcome all by ſin oppreſt, 
Welcome to your Savior's breaſt ; 
Nothing brought him from above, 


= Nothing---but ng love. 
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Tho', alas! ye long have been 
Serving divers luſts and ſin, 
Jeſus did the curſe remove, 

Cancell'd by redeeming love. 


He ſubdu'd th' infernal pow rs, 
His tremendous foes and ours, 
From their curſed empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming love. 


We will therefore 1 the Lord, 
Bleſs his name with one accord; 
Ve, who Jeſus' kindneſs prove, 
Praiſe him for redeeming love. 


LXI. C. M. Mare. 


Mercy. 


ERCY is welcome news Ws 
2 To thoſe that guilty ſtand: 
Wretches, who feel the help they need, 
Will bleſs the helping hand. 


Who rightly would his alms diſpoſe, 
M .uſt give them to the poor; | 5 
None, but the wounded patient, knows : 
The comforts of a cure. 


We all have fund againſt our God; 
Exception none can boaſt: 
But he, that feels the heavieſt load, 
Will prize forgiveneſs molt, 


No reck'ning can we rightly keep ; ; 
For who the ſum can know? 
Some ſouls are fifty talents deep, 
And lome hve hundred owe. 
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Aut, let our debts be what they may, 


However great, or ſmall ; 
As ſoon as we have nh to pay, 


Our Lord forgives us all. 


'Tis perfect poverty, alone, 
That ſets the ſoul at large : 5 
While we can call one mite our own, 


We have no full diſcharge. 
LYH 1M Gissoxs and Warrs. 


| Forgiveneſs. 
DORGIVENESS ! tis a joyful found 


To malefactors doom'd to die: 
Publiſh the bliſs the world aroud; 
Ye Seraphs, ſhout it from the ſky : 


Lis the rich gift of love divine; 

"Tis full, out- meas'ring ev'ry crime ; 
Unclouded ſhall its glories ſhine, _ 
And feel no change by changing ti time. 


O'er fins unnumber'd as the ſand, 
And like the mountains for their ſize, | 
The ſeas of ſov' reign grace expand, 
The ſeas of ſov'reign grace ariſe.--- 


Great God ! what poor returns we pay 
For love fo infinite as thine ! 
Words are but air, and tongues but clay; 
But thy forgiveneſs is divine. 


O could cur thankful hearts deviſe 
A tribute equal to thy grace, 

To the third heav'n our longs ſhould riſe, 
And teach the golden . thy praiſe. 


a 
LXIII. C. M. Warr's H. 
N Pardon. 
WA THY does your face, ye humble ſouls, 


Theſe mournful colours wear? 
What doubts are theſe that waſte your faith, 
And nouriſh your deſpair? _ 


What tho' your num'rous fins exceed 
The ſtars that fill the ſkics, 

And aiming at th' etcrnal throne, 
Like pointed mountains riſe ©» 


What thongh your mighty guilt beyond 
The wide creation ſw ell, 

And has its curs'd foundations laid 
Low as the deeps of hell. 


See here an endleſs ocean flows 
Ot never-failing grace; 

Behold a dying Savior's veins 
The ſacred flood increaſe : 


It riſes high, and drowns the hills, 
Has neither ſhore nor bound: 
| Now, if we ſearch to find our ſins, 
Our ſins can ne er be found. 


Awake, our hearts, adore the grace 
That buries all our faults, 

And pard'ning blood, that ſwells above 
Our follies and our thoughts. 


= LXIV. C. M. Warrs's H. 
Salvation: 


ALVATION, O the joyful ſound! 


What muſie to the cars! 
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A ſov'reign balm for ev ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 


Bury d in forrow and in fin, 
At hell's dark door we lay: _ 
But we are rais'd, by grace divine 
To ſee the goſpel- day. 


Salvation ! let the echo fly 


The ſpacious earth Sd; : 
While all the armies of the ſky 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound. 


ILXV. Helmſley T. Rirrox's Sel. 
Free Salvation. | 


ESUS i is our great ſalvation; -1 
Worthy of our beſt eſteem! | 


e has ſav'd his fav'rite nation; | 
Al Join to ling aloud to him : EH: = 
: He has fav'd us, | Þ 

— Chriſt alone could us redeem. 


| 
| 
1 

When involv'd in ſin and ruin, | — 
And no helper there was found ; - 

Jeſus our diſtreſs was viewing; 

Grace did more than fin avound : ; | 

He has call'd us, | 

Wich ſalvation in the ſound. | | | 

| 


| Save us from a mere profeſſion, 
Save us from hypocriſy ; 
Give us, Lord, the ſweet e 
Of thy righteouſneſs and thee : : 
| Beſt of favors, | 


None compared with this can be. 


JS I 
Let us never, Lord, forget thee ! 
Make us walk as pilgrims here: 
May we give thee all the glory 
Of the love that brought us near: 
Bid us praiſe thee, | 
And rejoice with holy fear. 


Free election, known by calling, 
Is a privilege divine: ; 
Saints are kept from final falling: 
All the glory, Lord, be thine, 
All the glory, | 

All the glory, Lord, is thine. 


LXVI. 8. Altered by MoxrTox. 
No C ondemnation, c. 
| 3 of mercy alone, = 


Of covenant-mercy ſhould ſing; 


Nor fear, with Chriſt's righteouſneſs on, 
Their perſons and off rings to bring: 
The threat'ning and wrath of a God 
Wich them can have nothing to do; 
The Savior's obedience and blood 
Hide all their tranſgreflions from view. 


The work which his goodneſs began, 
The arm of his ſtrength will complete : 
His promiſe 1s Yea ard Amen, - 
And never was forfeited yet: ONE: 
Things future, nor things that are now ; 
Not all things below nor above, 
Can make him his purpoſe forego, 
Or ſever the ſoul from his love. 
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Believer, thy name from his hands 
Eternity will not eraſe ; 
Impreſt on his heart it remains, 

In marks of indelible grace: 
Ves, ſaints to the end ſhall endure, 
As ſure as the earneſt is giv'n; 
| More happy, but not more ſecure, 
Are glorify'd ſpirits in heav'n. 

LXVII. L. M. B.-. 
„ Adoption. „ 
A LL the Lord's honor'd, choſen race 
4 & Adopted were by fov'reign grace; 
As view'd in Chriſt, they ever ſtood 
The children of the living God. 


The Lord eternally foreſaw, L 
That they would break his holy law, 
And ſink in guilt, and deep diſgrace, 
With all the train of Adam's race. 


Yet as Jehovah fix'd his eyes 

On the atoning ſacrifice ; 
He his dear ſons could never ſee, 
But with a full complacency. 


The Father's heart o'crflow'd with love, 
And ſent down Jeſus from above; 

Jeſus pour'd out his precious blood, 
To bring the children to their God. 


Under the ſway of mighty grace, 
They fee their Father's ſhining face, 
Smiling a great ſalvation down 
On ev'ry dear e ſon. 
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Lord, may we all our ſonſhip know, 
As we by faith to Jeſus go: 

And in believing may we prove 
Our Father's rich adopting love. 


LXVIII. E. N. Nxwrox. 
OF Adoption mantfe fled. 
Fn by nature how depray d, 


How prone to ev'ry ill! 
Our lives to Satan how enſlav'd, 
How vbſtinate. our will! 


And can ſuch ſinners be reſtor d. 
Such rebels reconcil'd! 


Can grace itſelf the means afford 
To make a foe a child! 


Yes, grace has found the wond'rous means 
Which ſha!l effectual prove; 

To cleanſe us from our countleſs ſins, 
Ard teach our hearts to love. 


Jefus for ſinners undertakes, 

And dy'd that we may live; 
His blood a full atonement makes, 
And cries e, « forgive.” 


x ct one thing more muſt grace provide, 
Io bring us home to God; 

Or we ſhall ſlight the Lord, who dy'd, 
And trample on his blood. 


The Holy Spirit muſt reveal 
TI he Savior's work and worth; 
Ihen the hard heart begins to feel 
A new and heav'nly birth. | 
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Thus bought with blood, and born again, 
Redeem'd and ſav'd by grace; 

Rebels, in God's own houſe obtain 
A ſon's and daughter's place. 


LXIX. Sevens. HuMPHREYs 
The Privileges of Adoption. 


LESSED are the ſons of God ; 

They are bought with Jeſus' blood; 

They are ranſom d from the grave; 
Life eternal they ſhall have, 


God did love them in his Son 
Long before the world begun : 
They the ſeal of this receive 

When on Jeſus they believe. 


They are ſav'd alone by grace; 

They enjoy a ſolid peace; 

All their fins are waſh'd away; 
They ſhall ſtand in, God's great 1 5 


They are lights upon the earth, 
Children of an/heav'nly birth; 


Born of God, they hate all ſin; E 
God's pure ſoed remains within : 


They have fellowſhip with God, 
Through the Mediator's blood; 

One with God, with Jeſus one; EE 
Glory is in them begun: 


Though they ſuffer much on earth, 
Strangers to the worldling's mirth; 
Let they have an inward joy, 


Pleaſures that can never y 
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Theſe alone are truly bleſt-=- 

Heirs of God---joint-heirs with Chriſt : 
With them number'd may we be 
Here, and in eternity. 


LXX. C. M. Browxe. 
Acceptance through Chriſt alone. 


H“ ſhall I dare approach the Lord, 
And bow before his throne ? 

Or how procure his kind regard, 

And for my guilt atone ? 


Shall al/ars flame, and victims bleed, 
And ſpicy fumes aſcend ? 
Will theſe my earneſt wiſh ſucceed, 
And make my God, my Friend ? | 


Should thouſand rams in flames expire, 
Would theſe his favor buy ? 

Or oil, that ſhould for holy fire, 
WO thouſand ſtreams fupply 


With trembling hands and bleeding heart, 
Should I my «ffspring ſlay; 

Would this a cheerful _ impart, 
Or purge my guilt away ? 


Ah ! no, my ſoul, 'twere fruitleſs all, 
Such victims bleed in vain; 

No fatlings, from the field nor ſtall, 
Such favor can obtain. 


None, but a dying Savior's s blood, 
Can all thy guilt remove : 

This plead, my ſoul, before thy God, 
And ag redeeming love. 


"LW 1 
LXXI. L. M. STEELE. 
„„ Safety in Chrift alone. 
= 12 only Sov'reign of my heart, | 
My Refuge, my almighty Friend 


And can my ſoul from thee depart, 
On whom alone my hopes depend ? 


Whither, ah ! whither ſhall I go, 
A wretched wand'rer from my Lord? 
Can this dark world of fin and woe 
One glimpſe of happineſs afford ? 


Eternal life thy words impart, 
On theſe my fainting ſpirit lives ; 

Here ſweeter comforts cheer my heart 
Than all the round of nature gives. 


Let earth's alluring joys combine, | 
_ While thou art near, in vain they call; | 
One ſmile, one bliſsful ſmile of thine, 


My deareſt Lord, outweighs them all. 
Thy name my inmoſt pow'rs adore, - | 
'Thou art my life my Joy my care : = 


Depart from thee---'tis death, tis more! 
"Tis endleſs ruin, deep deſpair + 


Low at thy feet my ſoul would 1 
Here ſafety dwells, and peace divine; ; 
Still let me live beneath thine eye, 
| For life, eternal life is thine. 


LXXII. C. M. Warrss H. 
The Robe of Righteouſneſs. . 


AWARE; my heart, ariſe my tongue, 
Prepare a — voice, , 


* 
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In God, the life of all my jj, 
Aloud will I rejoice. 


Tis he adorn'd my naked fav; 
And made ſalvation mine; 

Upon a poor polluted worm 

He makes his graces ſhine. 


And leſt the ſhadow of a ſpot, 


Should on my ſoul be * 5 
He took the robe the Savior wrought, | 
And caſt it all around. 


How far the heay' nly robe exceeds 
What earthly princes wear! 

Theſe oraaments how bright they ſhine !. 
How white: the garments are! 


The Spirit wrought my faith and love, 
And hope, and ev'ry grace; 
But Jeſus ſpent his life to work 
The robe of rigmeouſnefs, 


Strangely, my ſoul, art thoy array'd 
| the preat ſacred Three! 
In x rod harmany of praiſe 

Let all thy powr's NF es 
LXXIII. C. M. Torrapy' $ Col. 
. © Sandlification. | 
J=wvs, my my life, thyſelf apply, 


Thy quick'ning Spirit breathe : | 
My vile affections crucify, 
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Conqu' ror of hell, and earth, and fin, 
Thy work in me revive : 


Poſſeſs my ſoul, and reign witkin, 
And kill, and make alive. 


More of thy life L with to have, 
And thirſt for freſh ſupplies: 

Bury me, Savior, in thy grave, 
That 1 with thee may riſe, 


Rule in me, Lord; thy foes controul, 

Which would not own thy ſway : 
Diffuſe thy likeneſs through my foul, 
Shine to the perfect day. 


O ſave me from the pow'r of ſin, 

And ſeal me thine abode; | 

Thine Image ſtamp, and make me ſhine 
A temple meet for God, 


My inward holineſs thou art, | 
Almighty torefine: 

With all thy fullneſs fill my heart, 

TDiWill all my heart is thine! 


LXXIV. S. M. Mozrox's Col. 


Perſ everance. 


O earth and ſatan rage 
Chriſt doth their pow 'r controul ; 

His * love and truth engage 
Protection for the ſoul. 


| Believers ne'er ſhall Vield, 
But ſhall prevail at length; 
For Jeſus is their fun and ſhield, . 
Their 9 and ſtrength. 


7 
— — — e Wares — 


„ 


Their Captain and their King 
Will put their foes to flight 
Ye ranſom'd, midſt the battle, ſing, 

And triumph while you fight. 


LXXV. S. M. WarrTs's H. 
Another. 
O God, the only wiſe, 


Our Savior and our King, 
Let all the ſaints below the ſkies 
Their humblepraiſes bring. 


«Tis his almighty love, 

His counſel and his care, 
Preſerves us ſafe from ſin and death, 
And ev'ry hurtful ſnare. 


He will preſent his ſaints 
Unblemiſh'd and complete, 
Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 


Then all the choſen ſeed 

Shall meet around his throne, 
| Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


To our redeeming God 
Wiſdom and pow'r belongs ; 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 


And everlaſting ſongs. 


LXXVI. S. M. Dopprripes. 


The Security of Chrift's Sheep. 


M ſou] with joy attend, 
* Jeſus ſilence breaks; ö 


1 


No angel's s harp ſuch muſic yields, 


As what my ſhepherd fpeaks. 


«] know my { theep,” he cries, 
« My ſoul approves them well: 


OS Vain 1s the treach'rous world's diſguiſe, 


5 And vain the rage of well. 


« ] freely feed them now 
With tokens of my love, 


But richer paſtures I prepare, 


Fins And ſweeter ſtreams above. 


« Unnumber'd years of bliſs 

I to my ſheep will give; 
« And, while my throne unſhaken ſtands, 
4 Shall all my choſen live. 


6 This tried Almighty hand 
cc Ts rais'd for their defence: 

© Where is the pow'r ſhall reach them there? 
&« Or what ſhall force them thence * i 


Enough, my gracious Lord, 

Let faith triumphant cry ; | 
My heart can on this promiſe live, 

Can on this promiſe die. 


LXXVIL. C. M. Mon rox. 9 


'Ged on the he file of hrs People 


RE Chaos i into cater e's. 
Or Adam 's faith was try d; 5 


The everlaſting cov'nant prov'd 


God on his people's ſide. iche 


—— — — 
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With joy they recolle& the day 


For ſaints can view the ſcene, and ſay, 


O what a change took place within !--- 


| Let doubts and fears, their peace aſſail, 


Doubts, tears, and foes ſhall ne er prevall— 


When wealth, when health, when nen 
And fear no evil then, becauſe 


Soon Jeſus' beauties they ſhall view, 


| LXXVIII. L. M. Warrs, altered. 


And all his boundleſs love a ee 


See where it 8 face, 8 
The brightel yds, die ge; 15 
God,in the perſon of his Son. 

Has All his mightieſt works outdone. 
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The dear Redeemer dy'd ; 
The Lord was on their ſide. 


Stopp'd in a mad career of an, 
For mercy they apply'd; 


The Lord was on their fide. | 


Let foes their hope deride : 
The Lord is on their fide. 


In God may they confide ; withdraws, 
The Lord is on their fide. | 


With all the glorified, 
And find the ſacred record true, 
« God's on his people” s fide.” 


Glory and Grace in the Perſon of Chri ft. 
Nav to the Lard a grateful ſong! | 


Awake, my ſoul, awake, my gn . 
Hoſanna to th' eternal name, 


1-01: 
The ſpacious earth and ſ. preadi 4 kg 
Proclaim the wiſe and pow'rful God; 


And thy rich glories from afar, 
Sparkle in ev 2 rolling ſtar. 


But in his look a glory ſtands, 
The nobleſt lAbor of thy hands! 
The pleaſing luſtre of his eyes | 
Outſhines the wonders of the ſkies. 


Grace | 'tis a ſweet, a mee theme; 

Exult, my ſoul, at Feſus' name! 

Ye angels, dwelt upon the ſound ; ; 
Ye heav'ns, reflect it to the ground 


Oh that we all may reach the = 
Where he reveals his lovely face! 
There all his beauties to behold 


And ling his name to harps of gold = 


INVITATIONS AND PROMISES. 
LXXIX. C. M. TorLapr's Cot. 


Sinners Lend 


()* what amazing words of grace 
: Are in the goſpel found ! 

Suited to ev'ry finner's cale, 
Who knowsthe joyful ſound. 


Poor, ſinful, thirſty, fainting ſouls 

Mae freely welcome here : 

Salvation like a river rolls, 
Abundant, free, and clear, 


EE 


Draw near, with all your wants and wounds; : 


- Yourev'ry burden bring! 
Here love, unchanging love, bounds ; 
A deep, celeſtial ſpring. 


« Whoever will” (oh, gracious + word ; 
Shall of this ſtream partake : 

| Come, thirſty ſouls, and bleſs the —_ 

And drink for Jeſus' ſake. 


This ſpring with living water flows, 3 

And living joy imparts: 

Come, thirſty ſouls, your wants diſcloſe, 
And drink with thankful hearts. 


Millions of ſinners, vile as you, 
HFave here found life and peace: 
Come then, and prove its virtues too; 
And drink, adore, and bleſs. 


LXXX. C. M. CEN NIX. 
Anciber. 


OME, guilty ſouls, and flee away 

agg, Chriſt, and heal your wounds ; 
This is the welcome goſpel day 

Wherein free grace abounds, 


God lov'd the church, and gave his Son 
To drink the cup of wrath : W 


And ſeſus ſaith he'll caſt out none 


That come to him by faith. 


ILXXXI. 1 M. Werrermue% Col. 


Another. 


| ] O! ev'ry one that thirſts, draw nigh ; 
e Salvation e the ſinner's caſe; 
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Merey and free ſalvation buy; _ . 
Buy wine, and milk, n grace. 


Nothing ye in exchange may give; 


Leave all ye have and are behind; 


F reely the gift of God receive, . 


Pardon and peace in Jeſus find, 


For Sinners Jeſus deign'd to bleed, 


And ſinners in his kingdom ſhare 0 


Who comes as ſuch, and feels his need, 


Shall find a kind reception there. 
LXXXII. Sevens. Mon rox's Col. 
Another. 


1 hath bleſſings to impart, 


Grace to ſave thee from thy fears : : 


O the love that fills his heart !--- 


Sinner, wipe away thy tears. 


Why art thou afraid to come ? 


Why afraid to tell thy caſe? 


He will not pronounce thy doom ; 


Smiles are ſeated on his face. 


Tho' his maje/ty be great, 


Yet his mercy is no leſs : 


Tho' he thy tranſgreſſions hate, 


| Jeſus feels for thy diſtreſs. 


Raiſe thy downcaſt eyes, and ſee, 


Numbers do his throne ſurround ; 
Theſe were ſinners once, like thes, 
But have full ſalvation found. 
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Yield not then to unbehef, 


Courage ſou] ! there yet is room 5 
Tho' of ſinners thou art chief, 
Come, thou burden'd finner come. 


LXXXIII. S. M. Warrs's K. : 
Another. 


1 Lord on high proclaims 
His Godhead from his throne; 


« Juſtice and —_ are the names 


« Whereby | w 


« Ye dying ſouls, that ſit 

« In ankle and diſtreſs, 
«© Look from the borders of the pit 

« To my recov'ring grace.“ 


Sinners ſhall hear the ſound ; 
Their thankful tongues ſhall own, 


be known: 


Our righteouſneſs and ſtrength are found : 


In thee, O Lord, alone.” 


In thee ſhall Iſr'el _ 
And ſee their guilt ſorgiv n: 


God ſhall pronounce the ſinners juſt, 


And take the ſaints to heav n. | 
ILXXXIV. Helmſley T. Haar. 
Come and welcome to Jeſus Chriſt.” 


OME, ye ſinners, poor and 3 
Weak: and wounded, ſiek and fore ; 8 


J eſus ready ſtands to fave you, 


Full of pity Join'd wi m r: — 
bs 1 is able, 
He is willing: doubt no more. 


3 1 
Let not confeience make you linger, 
Nor of fitneſs fondly dream; 
All the fitneſs he requireth, 
Is to feel your need of him: 
This he gives you; | 
TDis the Spirit's riſing beam. 


Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 
Loſt and ruin'd by the fall; 
If you tarry till you're better, 
Fou will never come at all: 
Not the righteous, 

Sinners Jeſus came to call. 


View him proſtrate in the garden; 
On the ground your Savior lies ! 
On the bloody tree behold him; 
Hear him cry, before he dies, 
«It jade: 
Sinner, will not his ſuffice ? 


Lo, th' incarnate God aſcended, 
Pleads the virtue of his blood : 
Venture on him, venture wholly, 

Lt no other truſt intrude; 
None but Jefus _ 
Can do helpleſs ſinners good. 


Saints and angels join'd-in-concert, 
F Sing the praiſes of the Lamb: 
- While the bliſsful ſeats of heav'n 
Sweetly echo with his name: 
Hallelujab! 
Sinners, here, may ſing the ſame. 


G 3 


' 
| 
| | 
N 
2 
Y 
(| 


The year of jubilee is come ; | 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home. 


Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home. 
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LXXXV. As the 148th. I' oPLADY' $ Col. ö 


The Jubilee. | 


BZ ye the trumpet, blow | 
The gladly ſolemn ſound! 
Loet all the nations know _ 
Toearth's remoteſt bound, 


Ve, who have ſold for nought 
Your heritage above 
Shall have it back, unbought, 
The gift of Jeſus love: 
The year of jubilee is come; | 
Return, ye ranſom'd linners, home. 


Ve ſlaves of ſin and hell, 

Jour liberty receive; 

And ſafe in Jeſus dwell, 
And bleſt in Jeſus lire: 


The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd finners, home. 


The goſpel trumpet hear, 16 1 
The neus of pard'ning grace: 
Ye happy ſouls, draw near, 
Behold your Savior's face: 
The year of jubilee is come; 


Jeſus our great High Prieſt | 
Has full atonement made 

Ye weary ſpirits, reſſ; . | 
Ye mournful ſouls, 'be glad! 


The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd * home. 


EW 
LXXXVI. I 8 Broughton . Rirrox sel. 
"JET Promiſes. 


OW firm a foundation, ye ſaints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word ; 
What more can he ſay than to you he hath ſaid? 
| You, who unto. Jeſus for refuge have __ | 
In ev ry condition, i in ſickneſs in health, 
In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth ; 
At home and abroad, on the land, on the ſea. 
As thy days may demand, {hall thy ſtrength ever be. ö 


Fear not, I am with thee, O be not diſmay'd, 
© I, I am thy God, and will till give thee aid; 
JI — * thee, help thee, and cauſe theetoſtand, 
* Upheld by my righteous omnipotent hand. 39 5 


When thro' the deep waters I call thee to go, 
The rivers of ſorrdw ſhall not overflow; 
For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bleſs, 
And ſanctify to thee, thy deepeſt diſtreſs. 


When thro' fiery trials thy pathway ſhall lie, 
My grace all- ſuffioient ſhall be thy ſupply 3 33 

3 *© The flame ſhall not hurt thee, I only deſign 

Thy droſs to nn, and * gold to refine. 


Even down to old age, all my people ſhall prove 
My ſov'reign, eternal, unchangeable haves. i: 
And when hoary hairs ſhall their temples adorn, 

Like lambs they: ſhall fill ] Jay: boſom be born. 1 


© The ſoul that on 12 * hath lean'd for cepole, «£4 
* I will not, I.cannot, deſert to his foes; + 

That ſoul, tho' all hell ſhould endeavor to Rake, - 
* Ill never- uo never---no never forſake. 
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LXXXVII. L. M. Fawerrr. 


4s thy Days, fo ſhall thy frength be. © 


A FELICTED.: ſaint, to Chriſt draw near, 
Thy Savior's gracious promiſe hear; 

His faithful word declares to the, 

That as thy days, thy ſtrength ſhall be. 


Let not thy heart deſpond and ſay, 

« How ſhall I ſtand the trying day? 
He has engag'd, by firm decree, 

That as thy days, thy ſtrength ſhall be. 


Thy faith is weak, thy foes are ſtrong ; 
And if the confli& ſhould be long, 

Thy Lord will make the tempter flee ; 
For as thy days, thy ſtrength ſhall be. 


Should perſecution rage and flame, 
Still truſt in thy Redeemer's name; 
In fiery trials hou ſhalt ſee, „5 
{ That as thy days, thy ſtrength ſhall be. 


When call 'd to bear the weighty croſs, 
Or ſore affliftiong, pain, or loſs, 

Or deep diſtreſs, or poverty, 

Still as thy days, thy ſtrength ſhall be. 


en ghaſtly death appears in-view, - 
| Chriſt's preſence ſhall thy fears ſubdue ; _ 
He comes to ſet thy ſpirit free, 
And as thy days, thy ſtrength fhall be. 
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TRE INCARNATION, LIFE, SUFFER- 
INGS, DEATH, RESURRECTION; 


ASCENSION, AND „ f 
CHRIST. 


LXXXVII. Sevens. Tout. 


Hl wonder, heav'nly grace, 

| Come, inſpire our humble lays, 
While the Savior's love we fling, 
Whence our hopes and comforts ſpring. 


Man, involy'd in guilt and woe, 
Touch'd his tender boſom ſo, 
That, when juſtice death demands, 
Forth the great Deliv' rer ſtands; 


Cries to God, thy mercy ſhew, 
Lo! I come thy will to do; 

&« I the ſacrifice will be, 

c Death ſhall plunge * dart i in me. 


| Tho' the form of God he bore, . 
Great in glory, Melt ae in 74 r, 


See him in our 


Lower than his angels * 


0 chat heav'n itfelf poſſeſs d, 
Now an infant at the breaſt! 
Angels from the world above, 
See and img ti amaring love! 


Thro' the ſhining, hours: of day, 
Toil and danger mark his way; 
Lonely mounts, and chilling air, 

| Witneſs oft his N pray'c. 
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Now the heav'nly Lover dies! 


Darkneſs vails the mid-day ſkies! 


Angels round the bloody tree, 
Throng and gaze in ecſtacy ! 


_ Pow'r unſeen earth's boſom heaves, 


Rocks and tombs aſunder cleave ;_ 
While the Temple's rending vail 


Tells the Prieſt the awful tale. 


But, the third day's dawning come, 
| Lo! the Savior leaves the tomb ! 


Reaſcends his native ſky, 
Where he lives no more to die. 


On his croſs he builds his throne, 

| Whence he makes his glories known, 

Sends his Spirit down to give, 
Dying ſinners grace to . 


LXXXIX. C. M. Warst P. 
Behold he comes, | 


- Sg: to the Lord, Fe diſtant lands, 


Ye tribes of ev'ry tongue : 


His new diſcover'd grace demands 


A new and noble ſong. 


| Say to the nations, Jeſus re reigns, 


God's own Almighty Sonn; 
His pow'r the fakes world ſuſtains, 
And grace ſurrounds his throne. 


Let heav'n proclaim the joyful day, 


Joy thro” the oth be ſeen ; 


Let cities ſhine in bright array, 


And fields: in chee ul green. 


„ 
Let an unuſual joy ſurpriſe 
The iſlands of the ſea: 


Ye mountains, ſink, ye vallies riſe, 
Prepare the Lord his way. 


Behold he comes! he .comes to bleſs 

he nations as their God; : 

To ſhew the world his righteouſneſs, 
And ſend his truth abroad. 


But when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 

And bid the world draw near, 
How will the guilty nations dread 

I 0 ſee their Judge appear 


== M. Mevuev. 
The Incarnation of Chriſt. 


ORTALS, awake; with angels join, 

: And chant the pleaſing lay; 

Joy, love and gratitude combine | 
To hail th' auſpicious day. 


In heav' n the rapt'rous ſong began, | 

And ſweet ſeraphic fire 

Thro' all the ſhining le Tobe ran, 
And ſtrung and tun the Iyre.* | 


Swift thro' the vaſt expanſe it flow, 
And loud the echo roll'd ; "7 
The theme, the ſong, the joy was new, 
- "Twas more than beef n could n 112 A 


Down thro' the portals of the ſky 
Th' impetuous torrent rañ 
And angels flew with eager joy, 
To bear the news to man. 


— — — — . 
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Hark ! the cherubic armies ſhout, 


And glory leads the ſong: _ 
Good-will and peace are heard throughaut 


Th' harmonious heav'nly throng. 
O for a glance of 


ly love 
Our hearts and 97 to raiſe; 


$weetly to bear our ſouls above, 
And mingle with their lays. 


| Hail, Prince of Life, for ever hail | 


Redeemer, Brother, Friend! . 
"Tho! earth, and time, and life ſhould fil 
2 as hall 3 never end, | 


XCI. C.M. DopprIDer. 
The Birth of Chri . 


| Hen! let us ſwell que tunefyl notes, 


And join th' angelie throng ; 


For angels no ſuch love have known | 


T' awake a cheerful ſong. 


Good-will to guilty men is eon, 
And peace on earth is giv'n \ 
For lo! th' incarnate Ser eme, 

Wich meſſages from heav'n. 


Juſtice and grace, with ſweet 1 
; His riſing beams adorn: 8 | 

Let heav/n. and earth in concert join: 
The promis'd child is born. | 


Glory to God in higheſt ſtrains, 
In — worlds. d 
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His glory by our lips proclaim'd, 
And by our lives bifptay'd. 


When ſhall we reach thoſe bliſsful realms, 
| Where Chriſt exalted reigns; 
And learn of the celeſtial choir, 

Their own immortal ſtrains * 


XCII. 8, 7, 4- Lewes T. e 
Praiſe to the Redeemer. 


5 Misarx God, while angels bleſs thee, 
May a finer ſing thy name? 


Lord of men as well as angels, 
| Thou art ev'ry creature's theme. 
Hallelujah, 


Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Amen. 


Lord of ev'ry land and nation, 
Ancient of eternal days; 
— through the wide creation 


hy juſt — lawful — | 
Hal ah, &c, 


Did archangels ſing thy coming ? 
Did the Shepherds learn their yu: ? 


Shame would cover me u teful, 


Should m 3 ref e to praiſe. 
Hallelujah, 


From the higheft throne i in glory, 
To the croſs of deepeſt woe; 
All to ranſom guilty captives, 
' Flow, my praiſe, for ever flow. 


Hallelujah, &c. 


n 


| 


| Such heights of 


1,56. 1. 
Go return immertal Savior, 
Leave thy footſtool, take thy throne; 
Thence return, and reign for ever, 


Be the kingdom all thing own, 
Hallelujah, 


n. Hallelajab, Amen. 


XCIIL. 8. M. TavLoR's Col. 


He took not on him the Nature of Angels: but 
be took on him the Seed of pg 


OW let the ſaints declare 


The praifes of their King: 
Bound by ten thouſand ties they are, 
His wond'rous Iove to ſing. 


Not angels rotrid the throne | 
Of majeſty above, 


E Are half ſo much oblig 'd, as we, 


To our Immanuel“ 8 


They never ſunk fo low; 
They are not rais'd ſo high : 
They never ax > 2 * of woe, 


Ile ſs favor d were che pow'rs, 


MWbo in his Image ſtood: 


ö Their crowns are cheaper far than our's, 


Nor coſt the Lamb his blood. 


The Savior did not join 

Their nature t his own : 
| For them he felt no pangs deine, 
| Nor breath'd a — groan. 
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May we with Angels vie, 

he Saviorto adore: 

Our debts are greater far than theirs; 
O be our payments more! 


XCIV. L. M. Warrs's H. 
T he Deity and Humanity of Chriſt. 


T7 RE the blue heav'ns were ſtretch'd abroad 
From everlaſting was the Word; 
With God he was ;” theWord was God, 

And muſt divinely be ador'd. 


By his own pow'r all things were made ; 
By him ſupported all things ſtand ; 
He is the whole creation's Head, 
And angels fly at his command. 


Ere ſin was born, or ſatan fell, 
He led the hoſt of morning ſtars ; 
(Thy generation who can tell, 


Or count the number of thy years?) 
But lo, he leaves thoſe heav'nly forms; 
The word deſcends and dwells in clay, 
That he may hold converſe with worms, 
Dreſs'd in ſuch feeble fleſh as they. 


Mortals with joy beheld his face, 

Th' eternal Father's only Son; 

How full of truth! how full of grace! 
When thro' his eyes the Godhead ſhons !. 


| Archangels leave their high abode, 
To learn new myſt'ries here, and tell 
The love of our deſcending God, 
The glories of WO. 


— —  — —_— _ - 


—— — — — — : — 
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The Father ſent his 
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XC. c. M. Warrss H. 
Chpbriſts Commiſſion. 
FYOME, happy fouls, approach your God, 
With new melodious ſongs; 


Come, tender to almighty grace 
The tribute of your tongues. 


So ſtrange, ſo boundleſs was the love, 


T hat pity'd dying men, 
Nu Son, 5 
To give them life again. 


Thy hands, dear Jeſus, were not arm'd 


With a revenging rod; 


No hard commiſſion to perform 


The veng'ance of a God. 


But all was mercy, all was mild, 


And wrath forſook the throne, 
When Chriſt on the kind errand came, 
And brought Salvation down. 


Here, ſinners, you may heal your wounds; 
And wipe your ſorrows dr; | 
Truſt in the mighty Savior's name, 


And youSſhall never die. 


'XCVI. L. M. Warrs's H. 
DES Chrift's Miracles, 
EHOLD, the blind their ſight receive ! 

Behold, the dead awake and live | 


The dumb ſpeak wonders, and the lame 
Leap like the hart, and bleſs his name. 


o 


1 


| Thus doth th' eternal Spirit own, Rog 
And ſeal the miſſion of the Sons 


ne Father vindicates his cauſe, .. . 


While he hangs bleeding on the crofs. 


He dies; the heav'ns in mourning ſtood; 
He riſes; and appears a God: 
Behold the Lord aſcending high, 


No more to bleed, no more to die! 


Hence and for ever from my heart, 


I bid my doubts and fears depart « 
And to thoſe hands my ſoul reſign, 


Which bear credentials ſo divine. 


XI.. C. M. Warrss . 
 Hyſanna to . 


Ho to the royal Son 
| Of David's antient line! 
His natures two, his perſon. one, 
Myſterious and divine. 


KS The root of David, here we find, 


And off- ſpring, are the ſame : 
Hemi and time are join d 
In our Immanuel's name. 


Bleſt he that comes to wretched man, 
With peaceful news from heav u! 
Hoſannas, of the higheſt ſtrain, 

To Chriſt the Lord be giv'n. 


Should we, dear Lord, refuſe to take 

Th' hoſanna on our tongues, 
The rocks and ſtones would riſe and break 
Their ſilence into ſongs. 


XCVIII. C. M. SWAIN. | 
The Love of Chriſt. 


Friend there is---your voices join, 
Ye Saints, to praiſe his name !--- 


Whoſe truth and kindneſs are divine, 


Whoſe love's a conſtant flame. 


When moſt we need his helping hand, 
This friend is always near ; 


With heav'n and earth at his command, 


He waits to anſwer pray'r. 


His love no end or meaſure knows, 


No change can turn its courſe ; 


Immutahly the ſame it flows 


From one eternal ſource. 


When frowns appear to veil his face, 


And clouds ſurround his throne, 


He hides the purpoſe of his grace, 


To make it better known. 


And, if our deareſt comforts fall 


Before his ſo” reign will, 


| He never takes away our * 


Himſelf he gives us ſtill! 


Our ſorrows in the ſcale he weighs, 


And meaſures out our pains; 


The wildeſt ſtorm his word obeys, 


His word its rage reſtrains! 


XCIX. C. M. Warrs's H. 
The Compaſſion of Chriſt. 


: Pre D in a gulph of dark deſpair, 


We wreiches ſinners lay ; 
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Without one chearful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 


With pitying eyes, the Prince of grace, 

| Beheld our helpleſs grief: 
He ſaw, and (O amazing love!) 

He ran to our relief. 


Down from-the ſhining ſeats above, 

With joyful haſte he fled ; 
Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt n the dead. 


He ſpoil'd the pow'rs of darkneſs thus, 

And brake our iron chains: 

Jeſus has freed our captive fouls 
From everlaſting pains. 


| Oh, for this love, let rocks And hills, 
1 Their laſting ſilence break 

And all harmonious human ce 
I) be Savior's praiſes . 


A aſſiſt our mighty j jo 18, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 
But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. = 


z ? 7 4 


32 c. M. Altered by Tortapy. 
| Chriſt's Obedience 
: FATHER, we ling thy i e grace, 


We bleſs our Savior's name; 
He brought ſalvation for the poor, 
And bore the ſinner” 8 ame: | 
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His deep diſtreſs has raifed us high, | 1 
His duty and his zeal 


Fulfill'd the law which mortals broke, 5 
And finifffd all thy will. ; 


—— CH —— — — 


Through his obedience fo complete, 
Peace is to ſinners given; 

Mercy and truth together met, 
When he came down from heav'n. 


This ſhall thy bumble foll wers ſee, 
And ſet their hearts at reſt ; 
They, by his death, draw near to thee,. 
And live for ever bleſt, 


Grief, like a garment, n bib round, 

And ſackcloth was his dreſs,' ' 
While he wrought out for naked ſouls 

A robe of righteouſneſfs. 


: Ma our incarnate God and King 8 
5 Gor ſweeteſt thoughts employ! 12 
And we his endleſs praiſes ling 
In palaces of Joys. 


CI. L. M. warres B. 0 
The Suffirings of Chriſt. 


OW let our mournful ſongs record 

The dying ſorrows of our Lord, 
When he complain'd in tears of blood, 
As one forfaken of his God. 


The Jews beheld him thus „eben YL 

And ſhook their heads, and laugh'd in lors; ; 
He reſcu'd others from the grave, 

of Mow let him try himſelf to ſave. 


- " o by 
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e This is the man did once pretend 
« God was his father and his friend; 
« Tf God the bleſſed lov'd him ſo, 
« Why doth he fail to help him now?“ 


Barbarous people! cruel prieſts! * 
How they ſtood round like ſavage beaſts; 3 
Like lions gaping to devour, 

When God had left him in their pow's. 


They wound his head, his hands, his feet, 
Till ſtreams of blood each other meet; 

By lot his garments they divide, 

And mock the pangs in which he dy dc. 


But God his F ather, heard his cry: - | 
Rais'd from the dead, he reigns on high ; 
The nations learn his righteouſneſs, 
And Km ſinners taſte his e, 
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Cum ST knows the heights of heay ls bliſs, 
The depths of earthly woe; 
Acquainted well our Jeſus is FN 


Wich all the griefs we know. 


Thies, holy Lord! in heav's they ery, Y 
When Jeſus! praiſe. they ſing; '  * 
On earth. they ſhouted crucify !” 

And mock'd the lowly King. 


Alike unmoy'd, he bends to wear 

Heav'ns praiſes as his crowng |; 
Unmov'd alike, he ſtands to beer 
On earth his creatures frown! | _ '\ 
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Meck as a lamb beneath the knife 
Of butch'ring hands he lay; 
And patiently reſign'd the life 
They could not take away. 


Why, O *. ſaints, ye ſinners, why 
Did Jeſus ſuffer thus ? | 

In heav'n they ſhout---on earth they cry--- 
* Jeſus was flain for us!“ 


CIII. . M. Srinnarr. 
. The Thief . | 


A on the croſs the Savior hung, 
And pray'd, and bled, and * 
He pour d ſalvation on a wretch 


That lunguim d at his ſide. 


His crimes with inward grief and ſhame, 

The penitent confeſs'd; _ 

Then turn'd his dying eyes to Chriſt, 
And thus his pray 'T addreſs d: 


40 Jeſus, thou Son and Heir of heav* i; 

„Thou ſpotleſs Lamb of God, 

« T ſee thee bath'd in ſweat and tears, 
« And welt'ring in thy blood. 


6 Yet quickly from theſe ſcenes of woe 
In triumph thou ſhalt rife, _ 

% Burſt thro' the gloomy ſhades of death, 
And ſhine above the ſkies. 


« Amid the glory of that world, 
« Dear Savior, think on me; 
& And in the vict'ries of thy death 
„Let me a ſharer be. Ws 


( 9g J 


ray'r the dying Jefns hears, 
1415 1 Altanüy re Me 
« To- day thy pardag faul: ſhall be, 
« With me in f | 


Civ. L. M. regte . 
4 dying Savier. 


\TRETCB'D on the croſs the Savior dies; 
Hark ! his expirtng grgans ariſe! 
See, from his hands, 44, 9 feet, his fide, 
Runs down the facred crimfon tide! 


But life attends the deathful dend, 
And flows from every bleeding wound ; 
The vital ſtream, how free i flows, 
To fave and cleanſe his rebel foes! 


To ſuffer in the traitor's place, 

To die for man, furpriling grace! 
Yet paſs rebellious angels by--- 

O why for man, dear Savior, why ? 


And didſt thou dleed, for ſinners bleed? 
And could the ſun behold the deed * 
No, he withdrew his famine ray, 
And darkneſs veil'd the mourning day. 


Can I ſurvey 1 this ſcene of woe, 
Where mingling grief and wonder flow ! ! 
And yet my heart unmov'd remain, 
Inſenſible to love or pain? 


Come, deareſt Laed. thy pow'r impart, 
To warm this cold this ſtupid heart; 

Till all its powerd and patiions move © 

= melting grief, and . love. 


wy g6 1 
CV. Chatham T. WaiTtE FIELD, altered. 


It is finiſhed. 


'I "IS finiſh'd, the Redeemer * rs 
Tun meekly bow'd his dying head, 
Releas'd from all his pain; 
Oh how important is the word ! 
It ſhews the conqueſt of our Lord 
Complete for helpleſs man. 


_ Finiſh'd---the righteouſneſs of grace; - 


Finiſh'd---the work which brought us peace; . 
The ſinner's debt is paid; 


E accuſing law cancell'd by blood; 
The wrath of an offended God | 
Is in oblivion laid. | 


Who now ſhall urge a ſecond claim? ? 
The law cannot the ſaint condemn; | 
Faith a releaſe can ſhew; 
| Juſtice itſelf his friend appears; 
The priſon-houſe a whiſper hears--- 
Leeb him, and let him _ 


O unbelief, injurious bar, 


Source of tormenting fruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 


Where er thy loud objections fall, 
Tis fin:/b'd---{till may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev ry cry. 


CYL CM STENNETT, altered. 
The Attraction of the Croſs. 
2 DER---amazing fi "Wy ſee 


Th incarnate ſon of 
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Expiring on th' accurſed tree, 
And welt'ring in his blood. 


Behold the purple torrents run 
Down from his hands and head : 


I) be crimſon tide puts out the ſun ; 


His groans awake the dead. 


The trembling earth, the darken' d ſky 
Proclaim the truth aloud ! 
And with th' amaz'd Centurion cry, 
_ « This is the Son of God.“ 


So great, ſo vaſt a ſacrifice 
May well my hope revive : 


It God's own Son thus bleeds and dies, 
The ſinner ſure muſt live. 


O that theſe cords of love divine; | 

Might draw me, Lord, to thee! 
O take my heart, may it be thine--- 
| Thine my it ever be. 


evi. L. M. STEELE. 
_ Chri 31 dying and Ri ing. 


YOME tune, ye ſaints, your nobleſt 8 : 


| Your dying, riſing Lord to ſing ; 
* echo to the heav'nly plains, 
The triumphs of your Savior King. 


In ſongs of grateful rapture tell 
How he ubdu 'd your potent foes ; 
Subdu'd the pow'rs of death and hell, 
And, dying, finiſh'd 7 your woes. 


A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies! 


Here's love and grief beyond degree, 
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Then to his glorious throne on high 
Return'd while hymning angels round, 
Through the bright arches of the ſky, 
The Gog, the conqu'ring God, reſound. 


Almighty Sf victorious pow'r * 


Not angel-tongues can e'er diiplay 


The wonders of that dreadful hour, 


The joys of that illuſtrious day. 


Then well may mortals try in vain, 


In vain their feeble voices raiſe; 


Let Jeſus hears the humble (train, 


And kindly owns our with to praiſe. 


Dear Savior, let thy wond'rous grace 
Fill ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue, 
Till the full glories of thy face 

> 85 a ſweeter, nobler ſong, 


cvill. | Warrs' "Þ 
Christ | Dying » Riſing, and Reigning. 


E dies! the Friend of ſinners dies! 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around! 


A ſudden trembling thakes the ground! 
Come, ſaints, and dropa tear or two 

For him who groan'd beneath your load; 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 
A thouſand drops of richer blood! 


The Lord of glory dies for man! 
But lo! what ſudden joys we ſee ! 
Jeſus from death revives again ! 
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The riſing God forſakes the tomb! 
Up to his father's court he flies; 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies! 


Break off your fears, ye ſaints and tell 
Ho high our great Deliv'rer reigns! 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 

And led the monſter, death, in chains! 
Say,“ Live for cver, wond'rous King, 

«© Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave!” _ 

Then aſk the monſter, © Where's thy fling ? 
«© And where's thy vict'ry, boaſting grave? 


CIX. L. M. Haxr, altered, 
The Reſurrection of Chriſt. 


I TPRISING from the darkſome tom b, 


See the victorious Jeſus come! 
The great Redeemer quits the pris'n, 
And angels tell, "The Lord is ris'n.“ 


Le mourning ſaints, no longer grieve ; 
Hear the glad tidings, and believe: 
God's holy law is ſatisfy'd, | 
And juſtice, now, is on your ſide, 


In guilt's dark dungeon when ye lay, 
Mercy cry'd © Spare, and juſtice “ Slay; 

But Jeſus anſwer'd, ** Set them free, 

And pardon them, and puniſh me.“ 


* 


Your ſurety, now, before your God, 

Pleads the rich ranſom of his blood; 

No new demands, no bar remains, 

But mercy, all-triumphant, reigns. 
* 


0 — KE —— 
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| Bilievers, bleſs your riſen Head, 


The Firſt- Begotten of the dead; 
Your reſurrection's ſure thro' his, 


To endleſs life, and boundleſs bliſs. 
e. LM. Pacer 
The Riſen Savior, 
Bier angels aid us with your ſong, 


To whom ſublimer notes belong ; 
Your golden harps, and voices join, 


To ſing Immanuel's love divine. 


Lo, he who on the croſs was ſlain, 


En-thron'd in glory lives again! 


At once he burſts death's fatal bands, 


In vain, the pow'r of hell withſtands. 


With ſongs of joy addreſs his name, 


is vict ries, and his love proclaim ; 


Sing, how he conquer'd when he fell; 

| And vanquifh'd {in, and death, and hell. 
We in his vict'ries ſhall partake; _ 

Ile gain'd thofe triumphs for our ſake, 


Immortal praiſes to the Lamb, 
| Vw ho death, by his own death o'ercame. 


Saints, ſhout with joy your riſen Lord; 


And ſpread his boundleſs love abroad. 


Let ev Ty heart the Savior bleſs, 
And ev'ry tongue his name confeſs. 


CXI. Scvens. Evans's Col. 
The Reſurredtien and Aſcenſion of Chrift 


ABR roll the rock away, 
Death, yield up thy mighty prey: 


ice .}. 
See! he riſes from the tomb, 
Glowing with immortal bloom. 


_ *Tis the Savior, angels, ratſe 
Fame's eternal trump of praiſe; 
Let the earth's remoteſt bound 
Hear the joy-inſpiring ſound. 


Now, ye ſaints, lift up your eyes, 
No to glory ſee him rife, 
In long triumph to the ſky, 
Up to waiting worlds on high. 


Heav'n diſplays her portals wide, 
Glorious Hero, through them ride; 
King of glory, mount thy throne, 
Thy great Father's and thy own. 


_ Praiſe him all ye heav'nly choirs, 

Praiſe, and ſweep your golden lyres; 
Shout, O earth, in rapt'rous ſong, 
Let the ſtrains be ſweet and ſtrong. 


Ev'ry note with wonder ſwell, 
Sin o'erthrown, and captiv d hell; 


Where is hell's once dreaded king? 


Where, O death, thy mortal ſting? : 

_ 3 Hallelujah. 

CXII. c. M. Warrss H. 
. | | Another, 

JANA to the Prince of light, 

2 That cloath'd himſelf in clay, 
Enter'd the iron gates of death, 
And tore the bars away 


1 
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Death is no more the king of dread, 
Since our Immanuel roſe; 
He took the tyrant's ſting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh foes. 


See how the Conqu'ror mounts aloft, 
And to his Father flies, 

With ſcars of honor in his flcſh, 

And triumph in his eyes. 


There our exalted Savior reigns, 
And ſcatters bleſſings down ; _ 
Our Jeſus fills the middle ſeat 
Of the celeſtial throne. 


\ . Raiſe your devotion, mortal tongues, 
To reach his bleſs'd abode ; 

Sweet be the accents of your ſongs 
To our incarnate God. 


Bright angels, ſtrike your loudeſt ſtrings, 

Your ſweeteſt voices raiſe; 
Let heav'n and all created things 
Sound our Immanuel's praiſe. 


CxIII. Sevens. Har. 
- Another. 
HRIST is riſen from the dead! 
Riſen as his church's Head: 


He who did for fin atone, 
Nov is ſeated on his throne. 


Heav'n its King congratulates, 
Opens wide its golden gates: 
Angels ſongs of triumph fing : 
All the bliſsful! regions ring. 
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Hail, thou dear almighty Lord! 
Hail, thou great Incarnate Word! 
Thou alone the wine-preſs trod; 
* Hail, triumphant Son of God! 


 CXIV. L. M. Meprzv. 
Chriſt lives ns more to die. 


LE lives, he lives, no more to die! 

11 He lives, the Lord, enthron'd on high ! 
He lives, triumphant o'er the grave ! 
He lives, eternally to fave! 


He lives, to ſtill his people's fears! 
He lives, to wipe away their tears ! 
He lives, to calm their troubl'd heart! 

He lives, all bleſſings to impart ! . 


He lives, all glory to his name! 

He lives, unchangeably the fame! 
He lives, their manſions to prepare 

Hie lives, to bring them ſafely there! 


CXV. L. M. 
_ . Chrifl's Aſcenſion. 
PHE Lord is nien ſrom the dead; 
The Savior is gone up on high : 


The hoſts of hell are captive led; 
_ His foes beneath his footitool lie. 


The mighty King, in ſolemn ſtate, 
Aſcends towards the realms of day: _ 
Lift up your head, each heav'nly gate! 
Ve everlaſting doors, give way! 
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©« Unfold, ye gates, the ſcenes of Hight, 
2 "TY kim who flew the monſter 


He claims thoſe manſions as his right ; 
Receive the King of glory 1 in. 


on Who i is this King of glory, who?” 
The Lord, that all his foes o 'ercame ; 
© Who lin, old death, and hell o'erthrew, 
« And Jeſus is the conqu'ror's name.” 


The mighty King, in ſolema ſtate, 
Aſcends towards the realms of day: 
Lift up your head, each heav'uly gate! 
© Ye everlaſting doors, give way!“ 


« Who is this King of glory, who?“ 
feſus, of boundleſs pow-'r polleſt; 

« The King of ſaints and angels too, 
$6 © God over all, for ever bleſt.“ 


| Cxvl. S. M. "Wirre' O H. 
The Paſſs an and Exaltatian of Chr! ft. 


\OME, all harmonious tongues, 
Your nobleſt muſie bring, 
Tis Chriſt the everlaſting God, 
And Chriſt the Man, we ing. 


Tell how he took our fleſh, 
To take away our guilt ; 

Sing the dear drops of ſacred blood 
That helliſh monſters ſ pilt. 


Alas! the cruel ſpear 
Went deep into his tide, 
And the rich flood of purple gore 
Their murd'rous weapons dy'd. 
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The waves of ſwelling grief 
Did o'cr his boſom roll, 


And mountains of almighty wrath 
Lay heavy on his ſoul, 


Down to the ſhades of death 
He bow 'd his au ful head; 


| Let he aroſe to live and reign 


When death itſelf is dead. 


' No more the bloody bins, 
The croſs and nails no more; 


For hell itfelf ſhakes at his name, 


And all the heav'ns alore. 


There his full glories ſhine 


With uncreated rays, 


And bleſs his ſaints and angels eyes. 


To everlaſting days. 
CXVII. * M. Warrs's H. 


BS Tb Humiliation and Exaltation of Cori | 


HAT equal honors ſhall we bring 
To thee, O Lord our God, the Lamb ; 


: Since all the notes that angels ling, 


Are far inferior to thy name ? 


Worthy is he, that once was ſlain, 
The Prince of Peace, that groan'd and dy'd , 


Worthy to riſe, and live, and reign 


- At his Almighty Father's fide. 


 Pow'r and dominion are his due, 


Who ſtood condemn'd at Pilate's bar: 


Wiſdom belongs to Jeſus too, 


Tho' he was charg d with madneſs here. 
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All riches are his native right, 
Yet he ſuſtain'd amazing loſs: 
To him aſcribe eternal might, 


Who left his weakneſs on the creole. 


Honor immortal myſt be paid, 
| Inſtead of ſcandal and of ſcorn : 


While glory ſhines around his head, 


And a bright crown, without a thorn. 


Bleſſings for ever on the Lamb, 
Who bore our ſins, and curls, and pain: 
Let angels ſound his ſacred name, 

And ev'ry creature ſay, Amen! 


CxXxVIII. C. M. Haitr's Col. 

Jeſus ſeen of Angels. 

EYOND the glitt'ring ſtarry ſkies, 
Far as th' eternal hills, | 


There, in the boundleſs worlds of light, | 
Our dear redeemer dwells. | 


Immortal angels ſtrong and fair, 

In countleſs armies ſhine ; 
At his right-hand with golden harps 
They offer ſongs divine. 


« Hail, Prince!“ they cry, « forever hail! 
1,8 Whoſe unexampled Jove 

«© Mov'd thee to quit theſe glorious realms, | 
And royalties above.“ 


Through all his travels here below, 

They did his ſteps attend; 

Oft gaz d, and wonder'd where at laſt 
The ſcene of love would end, 


I 
They ſaw his heart tranſix'd with wounds, 


_ His crimſon ſweat and gore: 


They ſaw him break the bars of death, 
Which none e'er broke before. 
They brought his chariot from above, 
To bear him to his throne; c 
Clapp'd their triumphant wings, and cry'd, 
The glorious work is done.” 


CXIX. C. M. Warrs's * 
Chriſt's Kingdom and Prieſthood. 


IEsUsS, our Lord, aſcend thy throne, 
| ] And near thy Father ſit : 

Zion ſhall thy pow'r be known, 
And make wy foes ſubmit. 


What wonders ſhall thy goſpel do! 
Thy converts ſhall ſurpaſs 
The num'rous drops of morning-dew, 
And own thy ſov'reign grace. 


God hath pronounc'd a firm decree, 
Nor changes what he ſwore; 
„Eternal ſhall thy prieſthood be, 


"> When Aaron 1s no more. 


«++ Melchiſedek, that wond'rous prieſt, 
«© That King of high degree, 

That holy man who Abra' m bleſt, 

Was but a type of thee.” 


Jeſus our Prieſt for ever lives 
To plead for us above; 
Jeſus our King for ever gives 


The * of his love. 
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Gol ſhall exalt his glorious head, 


And his hig1 throne maintain ; 
Shall ſtrike the pow'rs and princes dead 
Who dare oppoſe * reign. 


"ns 3. . Covenrain's Col. 
The unſearchable Riches of Chri 8. 
Hew hall I my Savior ſet forth ? 


How ſhall I his b-cauties declare! 3 
O how ſhall I ſpeak of his worth, 


Or what his chief dignitics are! | 


His angcls can never expreſs, 


Nor ſaints who fit neareſt his throne, 


Ho rich are his treaſures of grace ; Jo 


No this i is a myſt ry unknown. 


In him all the fulnefs of God, | ; 


For ever tranſcendentiy ſhines; 


= The Father's Anointed he ſtood 


Io finiſh his gracious deſigns : 


Tho' once he was nail'd to the croſs, 


Vile rebels like me to ſet free, 


His glory ſuſtained no loſs, 


Eternal his Bauen ſhall be. 


His wiſdom, his love, and his pow” 'To 
Seem'd then with each other to vie, 


When ſinners he ſtoop'd to reſtore, 


Poor ſinners condemned to die! 


He laid all his grandeur aſide, 


And dwelt in a cottage of clay: 
Poor ſinners he lov'd till he dy'd 
To watlh their pollutions away. 
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O ſinners, believe and adore 

This Savior fo rich to redeem! 
No creature can ever explore 

The treaſures of goodneſs in him: 
Come, all ye who ſee yourſelves loſt 

And feel yourſelves burden'd with ſin, 
Draw near while with terror you're toſs'd, 
Believe, and your peace ſhall begin. 


CxxI. L. M. Doppripcs: | 4 


The Keys of Death, and the unſeen Warld in 
= Chrifts Hand. f 


_JAIL to the Prince of life and peace, 
Who holds the keys of death and hell ! 

The ſpacious world unſeen is his, 

And ſov'reign pow'r becomes him well. 


In ſhame and torment once he dy'd; 
But nov he lives for evermore: 
Bow down, ye ſaints, around his ſeat, 
And, all ye angel- bands, adore. 
So live for ever, glorious Lord, ;p 
Io cruſh thy foes, and guard thy friends; 
While all thy choſen tribes rejoice, 
That thy dominion never ends. 


Worthy thy hand to hold the keys, 
Guided by wiſdom, and by love; 
Worthy to rule o'er mortal life, 
O'er worlds below, and worlds above. 


When death thy ſervants ſhall invade, 
When pow rs of hell thy church annoy, 
Controul'd by thee, their rage ſhall help 
The cauſe they _ to deſtroy, 


See what immortal glories ſhine, 


NO. 
For ever reign, victorious King: 
Wide thro” the earth thy name be known; 


And call my longing ſoul to ſin 


Sublimer anthems near thy 3 
CXXII. C. M. Warrs's H. 
The Glory of Chriſt in Heaven. 
H, the delights, the heav'nly joys, 


- The glories of the place, 
Where Jeſus ſheds the brighteſt beams 


Of his o'erflowing grace. 


Sweet majeſty and awful love 


Sit gray. ber his bow, 
5 


And all the glorious ranks above 
At humble diſtance bow. 


Princes to his imperial name 
Bend their bright ſceptres down : 


Dominions, thrones and pow'rs rejoice 


ITI oo ſee him wear the crown, 


Archangels ſound his lofty praiſe 


'Thro' ev'ry heav'nly ſtreet, 


And lay their higheſt honors down 
Submiſſive at his feet. 


Thoſe ſoft, thoſe bleſſed feet of his 


That once rude iron tore, 


High on a throne of _ they ſtand, 


nd all the ſaints adore. 


His head, the dear majeſtic head 


That cruel thorns did wound, 


And circle it around ! 


| Fs 1 
This i is th eternal Son of God 


Whom we, unſeen, adore : 


But when our eyes hehold his face, 
Our hearts ſhall love him more. 


OFFICES AND CHARACTERS or 
| CHRIST. i 


cxxiil. C. M. TorLany, 
Chrift our Advocate. 


| A WAKE, ſweet gratitude, and ſing 

85 Th' aſcended Savior's love ; 
Sing how he lives to carry on 

His people's cauſe above. 


With cries and tears he offer d up 
His humble ſuit below; 

But with authority he aſks, 
Enthron'd in glory now. 


For all that come to God by him, 
Salvation he demands; 

Points to their names upon his breaſt, 
And ſpreads his wounded hands. 


His ſweet atoning ſacrifice 
Gives ſanction to his claim: 

« Father, I will that all my ſaints 
“Be with me where I am: 


&« By their falvation, recompence 
The ſorrows I endur d: 

«6 Juſt to the merits of thy Son, 
« And faithful . word.“ 


1 
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þ 
7 
q 


| 
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Eternal life, at his requeſt, 


To every ſaint is giv'n; 


Safety on carth, and after death, 


The plenitude of heav'n, 


Founded on right, thy pray'r avails, 5 


The Father ſmiles on thee ; 


And now thou in thy kingdom art 


Dear Lord, remember me. 
CXXIV. C. M. Moxrrox. 
Chriſt the Captain of his People. 

OES full of might and malice ſtand 


To each believer's view; 


F 


Lord, take thy conqu' ring ſword in hand; 


Go forward, and ſubdue. 


- And as the fight will day by day 


With vigor be renew'd, 


Lord, drive ihy people's foes aways 


And keep their fears ſubdu' d. 


And when the war is o'er they I fag: 


The conqueſt of thy ſword ; 


© Ad make the neck of hawen ring 


With © Vict'ry to the Lord 
[C brift the ſecond Adam, ſee 31.] 
CXXV. L. M. Warrs's H. 
Chriſt my Beloved. 


YE, , my Beloved to my ſight 


Shews a ſweet mixture, red and white: 


All human beauties, all divine, 
In my Beloved meet and ſhine. 
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White is his ſoul, from blemiſh free; 
Red, with the blood he ſhed for me; 
The faireſt of ten thouſand fairs ; 
A ſun amongſt ten thouſand ſtars. 


His head the fineſt gold excels : 
There wiſdom in perfection dwells : 
And glory like a crown adorns 
Thoſe temples once beſet with thorns. 


Compaſſions in his heart are found, 
_ Hard by the ſignals of his wounds: 
His ſacred ſide no more ſhall bear 

The cruel ſcourge, the piercing ſpear. - 


His hands are fairer to behold 

Than di'monds ſet in rings of gold: 
Thoſe heav'nly hands that on the tree 
Were nail'd and torn, and bled for me. 


Tho' once he bow'd his feeble knees, 
Loaded with fins and agonies; _ 

Now on the throne of his command 

His legs like marble pillars ſtand. _ 


His eyes are majeſty and love, 
The Egie temper d with the dove; 
No more ſhall trickling ſorrows roll 

'Thro' thoſe dear windows of his ſoul. 


His mouth that pour'd out long complaints ; 

Now ſmiles, and cheers its fainting ſaints; | 

His countenance more graceful is _ 

Than Lebanon, with 5 its trees. 
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y glorious is my Lord ; 


17 all the hoſts of heav'n ador'd: 
is worth if all the nations knew, 


Completely 


| Sure the whole world would love him too 


CXXVI. C. M. Warrs's H. 
Cyriſt the Bread of Life. 


J ET us adore th' eternal Word, 
"Tis he our ſouls has fed; 


Thou art our living Stream, O Lord, 


And thou th' immortal Bread. 


The manna came from lower ſkies, 


But Jeſus from above, 
Where the freſh ſprings of pleaſure riſe, 
And rivers flow wit love. 


The Jews; the father's, dy'd at laſt, 


Who eat that heav'nly bread ; 


But theſe proviſions which we taſte 
Can raife us from the dead, | 


Bleſs d be the Lord, that gives his fleſh 


To nouriſh dying men ; 
And often ſpreads his table freſh, 
Leſt we ſhould faint again. 


Our ſouls ſhall draw their heav 'nly breath, , 


While Jeſus finds ſupplies : 


Nor ſhall our graces ſink to death, 


| For Jeſus never dies. 


Dail y our mortal fleſh decays, 


But Chriſt our life ſhall come; 


His unreſiſted pow'r ſhall raiſe 


Our bodies from the tomb. 


1 8 
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cxxvlI. C. M. PrAcock, altered. 
Cpriſi coming from Edom, e. 


Bene the mighty Savior comes 
From Edom's hoſtile plains ! 


- A crimfon veſlure he affumes ; 


And blood his raiment ſtains. 


From Bozrah, ies he appears: 

His robes with via ry ſhine: 

Complete ſalvation, lo he wears, 
With majeſty divine! 


. Why thus array d almighty God, 
In veſts of purple glow; 
With garments dy'd in ſtreams of blood | 
| That from the wine-preſs flow ? 


The wine-preſs I myfelf have trod; 


And with me there was none: 
All ſtrength, and all ſalvation ſtoody 
" mn acach in me alone.” 


When none around the throne could bear 

Ihe veng ance of a God; 

Then did the Son of Man appear 
In garments dipt 1 in blood. 


Alone he ſtood, alone he fell, 
Alone the Conqu ror role, 

Alone he burſt the bars of hell, 

And trampled on his foes. 


f 246} 
| [ David ſpiritual, fee 53.) 
CXXVIIE. L. M. Maplzv. 
Cbriß the Foundation. The Rock. 


1 ALL ye to whom the Savior's dear, 

0 In ſongs of love and praiſe draw near; 
Leet ev'ry chearful paſſion wake 

i While on your tongues his name you take. 


þ On him, alone, his church is built, 

N He, only he, removes our guilt; 
To him alone, our praiſe we bring, 

And him the great Foundation ling. 


In him ſalvation ſtands ſecure ; 
This ſtrong foundation muſt endure ; 
Stronger than death his love is known, 
Nor can his church be overthrown. 


In the eternal plan of grace 

He undertook our wretched caſe, 

Love how amazing, how diyine, 

Doth thro the whole tranſaction ſhine! | 


He is the rock believers have, | 
Born to redeem and ſtrong to ſave; 

He ſtoop'd to take our fleth and blood, 
The wond'rous man, th' incarnate God. 


In vain combined hoſts aſſail, 

Nor ſhall the gates of hell prevail, 

Nor force, nor fraud, the building ſock, 
Founded on him th' eternal rock. 


To Jeſus let our ſongs abound, 
And bleſs his name, in ſweeteſt ſound ; 


41 1 
Be this our ſong till him we vie w, 
And this our theme in glory too. 
CXXIX. As the 104th. HART. 
© Fountain opened, &c, 
HE fountain of Chriſt 
Lord help us to to ling, 
The blood of our Prieſt, 
Our crucify'd King : 
The fountain that cleanſes 
From ſin and from filth, 
And richly diſpenſes 
Salvation and health. 


This fountain unſeal'd 
Stands open for all 
Who long to be heal'd, 
The great and the ſmall : 
Here's ſtrength for the weakly 
That hither are led; 
Here's health for the ſickly, 
And life for the dead. 


This fountain tho' rich, 

From charge is quite clear, 

The poorer the wretch 

The welcomer here: 
Come needy, and guilty, 

Come loathſome, and bare; 
Tho' lep'rous and filthy, 

Come juſt as you are. 


This fountain in vain | 
Has never been try'd, 


3 
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„ 
It takes out all ſtain 
Whenever applyd: 

The fountain flows ſweetly 

With virtue divine, 

To cleanſe ſouls completely, 
Tho' lep'rous as mine. 


[Chriſt a Friend, ſee b.] 
[Chrift my Guide, ſee 210.] 
CXXX. C.M. Warrs's H. 
Chrift our High Pricft. 
TESUS, in thee our eyes behold 


A thouſand glories more, 


Than the rich gems and poliſh'd gold. 


The ſons of Aaron wore. 


They firſt their own diarat of" rings brought. 


To purge themſelves from fin ; 


Thy life was pure without a ſpot, 


And all thy nature clean. 


Once i in the circuit of a year, 


With blood, but not his own, 


Aaron within the veil appears 


Before the golden throne. 


But Chriſt, by his own pow'rful blood, 


Aſcends above the ſkies ; 


And, in the preſence of our God, 


Sheus his own ſacrifice. 


| Nr the King of glory, reigns 
On sion s heav'nly hill ; 


Woe 
Looks like a lamb that once was lain, 
And wears his prieſthood ſtill. 


He ever lives to intercede 

| Before his Father's face; 
 Givehim, my ſoul, thy cauſe to plead, 
Nor doubt the F ather s grace. 


| CXXXI. i; M.  Bxewen, 
Chri it my Hiding-Place. 
H' ſov'reign love, that firſt began 


The ſcheme to reſcue fallen man 
Hail, matchleſs, free, eternal grace, 
That gave my ſoul a Hiding-Place. 


: Againſt the God who rules the 4 
J fought with hand uplifted high; 
Deſpis'd his rich abounding grace, 
Too proud to ſeek a Hiding-Place. 


Enwrap'd in thick Egyptian night, 
And fond of darkneſs, more than light; : 
Madly I ran the ſinful race, 

Secure without a Hiding-Place. 


But thus th' eternal council ran: 

«« Almighty Love, arreſt that man!“ 

I felt the arrows of diſtreſs, 
And found I had no Ry FR. 


Endignant juſtice ſtood in view: 

To Sinai's fiery mount I flew ; 
But Juſtice ery d with frowning face, 
" This mountain is no Hiding. Place. 
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Ee long, an heav'nly voice I heard, 


And mercy's angel form appear'd : 
She led me on, with placid pace, 
To Jeſus as my Hiding-Place. 


Should ſtorms of ſev'n-fold thunder roll, | 
And ſhake the globe frum pole to pole; 
No flaming bolt could daunt my face, 
For Jeſus is my Hiding-Place, 


On him almighty vengeance fell, 


That muſt have ſunk a world to ha 
He bore it for the choſen race, | 


And thus became their Hiding-Place. 


A few more rolling ſuns, at moſt, 
Will land me on fair Canaan' scoaſt ; 


Where I ſhall ſing the ſong of grace, 
And ſee my glorious Hiding-Place. 


CXXXII. 8,7. Muy. 


To Immanuel. 2 


O Eternal, dleſſed Spirit, 


Now prepare our ſouls to ling ; 
Ye who know the Savior's merit, 
Now to him your praiſes bring : 


_ Gladly ſing Immanuel's glory, 


Loudly ſound his name on high; 
Sing with all his loye before ye, 
Till your ſongs aſcend the ky ! 


As Jehovah, now adore him, 
God, the Savior and the Son; 
None in heaven is before him, 
There our triune God is one; 


e 
All the hoſts above are ſinging, 


| Equal honors to his name ; 
Them we join in gladly bringing 
Our hoſannas to his fame. 


From his bright celeſtial manſion, 

| Down to earth he took his way; 
| Mortals, ſing his condeſcenſion, 
Ho he cloth'd himſelf in clay: 

Now with faith and love confeſs him, 
Who diſplay'd ſalvation thus; 
And in ſongs for ever bleſs him 
As Immanuel, God with us. 


Yes, with holy joy and wonder, 

WMWWe his glorious deeds rehearſe, 

Who, by dying ſtill'd the thunder 
Of the laws tremendous curſe : 

He who once on earth was bleeding, 
__ Faſt'nedto the accurſed tree, 

Lives in heaven, interceding, 
| For ſuch worms as you and me. 


Glory, honor, praiſe and power, 
To the Lamb be ever paid; 


Let new bleſſings ev'ry hour, 


| Reſt on his adored head: 33 
Thus, on earth, we liſp the ſtory, 
Of his vaſt immortal love, 
Till we tune our harps in glory, 
And his praiſes ſing above. 
CXXXIII. L. M. Peacock. 
Chrift the Image of God. 


N in the face of Jeſus, we 


God's brighteſt 8 of glory ſee ; 5 
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Beaming with mild and heav' nl rays, 
He all his Father's grace diſplays. 


Bleſt Image of th' eternal God, 
Here his rich glories blaze abroad; 
With a reſplendent luſtre ſhine 
His pow'r, his truth, and love divine. 


Of all creation the Field-bomn, Ss 
Of all that heav'n's bright courts adorn ; 
He as a Prince and Sov'reign reigns, 
Almighty pow'r his throne ſuſtains. 


See Jeſus our exalted Head, 
By whom the heav'ns and earth were made; 
Subje&ed to his high command, 
Thrones, kingdoms, and DG ſtand. 


It pleas'd eternal Fulneſs well, 

In Chriſt the Lord alone to dwell ; 
From this rich Fountain freely flows 
Complete relief for all our woes. 


cxxxIV. . M. Newros. 
7 he Name 2 


H "ae the name of Feſus founds 


In a believer's ear! 
It ſooths his ſorrows, heals his wounds, 
| And drives away his fear. 


It makes the wounded ſpirit whole, 

And calms the troubled breaſt ; 

*Tis manna to the hungry ſoul, 
And to the weary ns 
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Dear name! the rock on which 1 build, 
My ſhield and hiding- place ; „ 


My never- failing treas'ry, fill'd 
With boundleſs ſtores of grace. 


Jeſus! my Shepherd, Huſband, Friend, 

My Prophet, Prieſt, and King; 
My Lord, my life, my way, my end, 

Accept the praiſe I bring. 


Weak is the effort of my heart, 

And cold my warmeſt thought; 
But when I ſee thee as thou art, 
I'll praiſe thee as I ought. 


Till then I would thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breati ; 
And may the muſic of thy name 
 Refreth my foul in death. 


| CXXXV. C. M. stil- 
| King of Saints. 


NOME, ye that love the Savior's name, 

= And joy to make it known, 
The ſov'reign of your heart proclaims 
And bow before his throne. 


Behold your King, your Savior crown'd | 
With glories all divine; TY 

And tell the wond'ring nations round, 

. How bright thoſe glories ſhine, 


Infinite pow'r, and boundleſs grace, 
In him unite their rays : 
Lou that have e'er beheld his face, 
Can you forbear 11 praiſe ? 
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When i in his earthly courts we view 


The glories of our King; 
We long to love as angels do, 


And wiſh like them to ſing. 


And ſhall we long and wiſh in vain ? 
Lord teach our ſ{-ngs to riſe! 


Thy love can animare the ſtrain, 
And bid it reach the ſkies. | 


O happy period! glorious day ! 
nen heav'n and earth Gall raiſe, 
With all their powr's, the raptur'd lay, 
JI 0o celebrate thy praiſe, 


CXXXVI. L. M. GM. 
Jieſus our Kinſman - Our all. 


ESUS, our Kinſman, and our God, 
] Array'd in Majeſty and blood, 
hou art our life ; our ſouls 1 in thee | 
Poſſeſs a full felicity. 


All our immortal hopes are laid 
In thee our Surety and our Head; 
Thy croſs, thy cradle, and thy throne, 
Are big with glories, yet unknown. 


O let our ſouls for ever lie 

Beneath the bleſſings of thine eye; 

"Tis heav'n on earth, 'tis heav'n above, 

To ſee thy face, to taſte thy love. 

CxXXVII. C. M. Warrs's H. 
To the Lamb, "4 


Cour. let us join the cheerful ſongs 
| Of —_ round the throne ; 


1 * 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their oy; 
But all their joys are one. 


£ Worthy the Lamb that dy'd,” 49 cry, 
To be exalted thus: 

« Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply, 
For he was ſlain for us. 


Jeſus is worthy to receive 


Honor and pow'r divine; 
And bleſſings, more than heav'n can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 


en 8, 7. Altered by Mozrox. 


Piaſebal Lamb. 
ASCHAL Lamb, by God appointed, 


Loads of fin on thee were laid ; 

By almighty love anointed, 

Thou haſt full atonement HE £ 

All thy people are forgiven, 

Iuuhro' the virtue of thy blood: 
Open d is the gate of heaven; 

Peace is made twixt man and God. 


Jeſus, hail, enthron'd in lory, 
There 3 to abide? 1 
All the heav'nly hoſts adore thee, 
| Seated at thy Father's ſide: 
For thy people thou art pleading ; 

There thou doſt their place 8 88 1 
Ever for them interceding; 
Till in glory they appear. 


El Ricks: honor, ſtrength, and bleſſing, 


Thou art worthy to receive: 
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1 
Loudeſt praiſes, without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for ſaints to give: 
All the bright angelic ſpirits 
Bring their ſweeteſt, nobleſt lays; 


Help to ſing the Savior's merits; 


Help to chant the Savior's praiſe. 


Soon ſhall ſaints, with thoſe in glory, 


_ His tranſcendent grace relate: 
Gladly ſing th' amazing ſtory 
Of the Savior's love ſo great: 


In that bleſſed contemplation 


They for evermore ſhall dwell : 


__ Crown'd with bliſs and conſolation, 


Such as none below can tell. 
cxxxix. c. M. Warrs's H. 
Meſes and the Lamb. 


H ſtrong thine arm is, mighty God 


Who would not fear thy name? 
Jeſus, how ſweet thy graces are! 
Who would not love the Lamb? 


He hath done more than Moſes did, 


Our Prophet and our King ; 5 


From wrath and hell, our ſouls he freed, 
And taught our lips to ſing. 


In the red ſea, by Moſes' hand, 


Th Egyptian hoſt was drown'd; 
Our Jeſus' blood hides all our ſins, 
And guilt no more is found. 


When through the deſart Iſrael went, 


With manna they were fed; 
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Our Lord invites us to himſelf, 
The true, the living bread. 
Moſes beheld the promis'd land, 
Let never reach d the place: 


But Chriſt ſnall bring his children dame, 
To ſee their Father's face. 


Then ſhall our hearts with joy o'erflow, 
And teel a warmer flame ; 
And ſweeter voices tune the ſong 


Of Moſes and the Lamb. | 
CXL. L. M. NeeDHam. 
Meſſiah. 


| LORY to God who reigns above, 


Who dwells in light, whoſe name is love; 


Ye ſaints and angels, if ye can, 
Declare the love of God to man. 


| 0 what can more his love commend, 
His dear, his only Son to ſend! 


That man, condemn'd to die, might live, 


And God be glorious to forgive. 


| Mefliah's come---with joy behold 
The days by prophets long foretold : 
Judah, thy royal ſeeptre's broke, 
And time ſtill proves what Jacob ſpoke. 


Daniel, thy weeks are all expir'd, 
The time prophetic ſeals requir d; 
Cut off for ſins, but not his own, 
Thy Prince Meſſiah did atone. 


Thy famous Temple, Solomon, 
Is dy the latter far out-ſhone : 


- 
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It wanted not thy glitt'ring ſtore, 
 Meſliah's preſence grac'd it more. 


We ſee the prophecies fulfill'd 

In Jeſus that moſt wond'rous Child; 
His birth, his life, his death combine 
To prove his Character divine. 


Jeſus, thy goſpel firmly ſtands 
A blefling to theſe favor'd lands: 
No Infidel ſhall be our dread, 


Since thou art riſen from the dead. 

. CM 

= Crown him Lord of All. 

A EL-HAIL the great Immanuel's name ! 
> Let angels proſtrate fall: 

Bring forth the royal diadem, 

And crown him Lord of all. 


Cron him ye martyrs of our God, 
Who from his altar call ; 

Extol the Stem of Jeſſe's Rod, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Ye choſen ſeed of Iſrael's race, 

A remnant weak and ſmall; | 
Hail him who ſaves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Fe Gentile ſinners, ne'er forget 
The wormwood and the gall; 
Go---ſpread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all. | 


Babes, men, and fires, who know his love, 
Who feel your fin and thrall, 
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Now joy with all the hoſts above, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Let ev'ry kindred, every tribe, 9 
On his terreſtrial ball, x 

To him all majeſty aſcribe, — 
And crown him Lord of all. 


O that, with yonder facred throng, 
We at his feet may fall; 

We'll join the everlaſting ſong, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


[ Melchiſedich, fee 119. 
cxLII. L. M. STEELE. Il 
The Great Phyſician. — p 
E mourning ſinners, here diſcloſe . t 
Your deep complaints, your various woes; | 


Pes tis Jeſus, he can heal 
The pains which een ſinners feel. 


To eyes long clos d in mental night, 
Strangers to all the j Joys of light, | 
His word imparts a bliſsful my; 
Sweet morning of celeſtial * 


Ve helpleſs lame, liſt up your eyes, 

The Lord, the Savior bids you riſe; | 
New life and ſtrength his voice conveys, 
And plaintive groans are chang d for praiſe. 


Nor ſhall the leper, ho leſs lie 
Beneath the great Phyſician's eye; 
Sin's deepeſt pow'r his word controls, 


That fatal leproſy of ſouls. 
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That hand divine, which can aſſuage | 
The burning fever's reſtleſs rage ; 
That hand, omnipotent and kind, 


Can cool the fever of the mind. 


When freezing palſy chills the veins, 
And pale, cold death alread» reigns: 
He ſpeaks ; the vital pow rs revive; F 
He ſpeaks, and dying ſinners live. 


D-ar Lord, we wait thy healing hand 3 
Diſeaſes fly at thy command ; 
O let thy ſov'reign touch impart 


Life, en and health to ev uy 5 


| cxIII. Sevens. Weursr1nup's Col 


| Cbrift the Sinner s Refuge, | 


JESUS, lover of my ſoul, 
Let me to thy boſom fy, 
V hile the billows near me roll, 


While the tempeſt ſtil] is high ! 5 


Hide me, O my Savior, hide 


'Till the ſtorm of life * 


Safe into the haven guide, 


And receive my ſoul at laſt, 


Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on thee : 


| Leave, O leave me not alone! 


Still ſupport and —_— me : 
All my truſt on thee is ſta 

All my help from cer I bi bring; 
Cover my defenceleſs head, 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 
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| 
Thou, O Chriſt, art all I want; l 
_ Ev'ry good in thee I find; - 
Thou canſt chear my ſoul when faint, Fi 
Eaſe the anguiſh ot my mind. | || 
Juſt and holy is thy name--- 
I am all unrighteouſneſs : 5 | 
Vile, and full of fin, I am- = 
Thou art full of truth and grace. | 


Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my fin ; 
Let the healing ſtreams abound ; | 

Let me feel them flow within: Wi 
Thou of life the fountain art ; „ 
Freely let me take of thee ; 
Spring then up within y heart; 

Riſe to All eternity! _ 


CXLIV. C. M. STEELE. 
To the Redeemer. 


1 our Redeemer's glorious name, 

1 Awake the ſacredſong! 
O may his love (immortal flame !) 
Tune ev'ry heart and tongue. 


His love, what mortal thought can reach ? 
What mortal tongue diſplay ? 
lmagination's utmoſt ſtretch 
In wonder dies away. 


Hie left his radiant throne on highh, | 
Left the bright realms of bliſs 
And came to earth to bleed and die 
Was ever love like this! 
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He took the dying traitor's place, 
And ſuffered in his ſtead ; 


For man, (O miracle of grace!) 
For man the Savior bled ! 


Dear Lord, what heav' 'nly wonders dwell 
In thy atoning blood? 
By this are ſinners ſav'd from hell, 
And rebels brought to God. 


O may the ſweet, the bliſsful theme 
Fill ev'ry heart and tongue; 

Till ſtrangers love thy charming name, 
And j join the ſacred ſong. 


V. L.. PeAcpck. 
The Price of our Redemption. 


"OT all the treaſures earth can boaſt, 

Not all the coſtlieſt gems that ſhine ; 2 
Could e'er redeem a ſinner loſt, 

Could e'er atone the wrath divine. 


It was before all worlds decreed 

The ſpotleſs Lamb of God muſt bleed; 
Behold on the appointed day, 

Jeſus his wond'rous grace diſplay. 


Swift on the wings of heav'niy love, 
See him deicend from worlds above; 
See him almighty wrath atone, 

And for our life gives up his own. 


Behold he from the grave revives, 

And now with God his Father lives ; 
Glory his ſacred head adorns, | 
Once wounded and beſet with thorns. 
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Now crown'd with rays of majeſty, 

 TH' aſcended Savior reigns on high; 
Both heav'n and earth his empire own, 

By God exalted to his throne, | 


CXLVI. C. M. Newron. 


Cri ift the Refuge, River, Rock, oe. 


E who on earth as man was known, 
And bore our ſins and pains 
Now, ſeated on th' eternal throne, 
The God of glory reigns. 


| His hands the wheels of nature guide 

With an unerring ſkill ; 

And countleſs worlds extended wide, 
Obey his ſov'reign will, 


: While harps unnumber'd fans his priſe | 


In yonder world above ; 
His ſaints on earth admire his ways, 
And glory in his love. 


His righteouſneſs, to faith avea'd, 
Wrought out for guilty worms; 


Affords a hiding-place and ſhield, 
From enemics and ſtorms. 


This land, thro' which his pilgrims go, 
Is deſolate and dry; 
But ſtreams of grace from him o'erflow 
Their thirſt to ſatisfy, = 


When troubles like a burning fun, 
Beat heavy on their head ; 
To this almighty Rock they run, 
And find a FOE ſhace, _ 
M 
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How glorious he! how happy they 
In ſuch a glorious friend! 


Whole love ſecures them all the way, 
And crowns them at the end. 


_ EXLVII. Hill's Col. 
 Chreft our R anfom ans Surety, 
ALL ye that pals by, 
To Jeſus draw n 

To you is it nothing that Jeſus ſhould die? 

Our ranſom and peace, 

Our ſurety he is, 
| Come, ſee if there ever was forrow like his. 


1 Lord, in the day 
Of his anger, did lay 
Our ſins on the Lamb, and he bore them away: 

He dy'd to atone 

For ſins not his own : 


The Father hath puniſh'd for us his dear Son. 


Come, lift up your eyes, 
At ſeſus's cries, | 
Behold how he ſuffers! blow patient he dies ! ! 
For ſinners like me 

He died on the tree; 


His death is accepted, the ſinner i is fres. 


O may we approve 
This wonderful love! 
A wonder to all, both below and above 3 
Love mov'd him to die; 
This therefore we cry, 
Our Jeſus has lov'd us, we cannot ſay why. 
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But this we can tell, 
Nie lov'd us ſo well, 
By loſing his life he redrem d us from hell; 


He ranſom'd our race; 
O how ſhall we praiſe, 


Or TOE ſing, his unſpeakable grace | 1 


CXLVIII. ©. ds | STEELE. 
To the Savior. 


Cour, heav'nly Love, inſpire my ſong 


With thy = Sugar flame ; 
And teach my heart, and teach my tobgue 
The Savior's lovely nam. 


The Savior! O what endleſs charms. 
Dwell in the bliſsful ſound ! 

Its influence ev'ry fear difarms, 

And ſpreads ſweet comfort round. 


Here pardon, life, and joys divine | 
Im mach effuſion flow, 5 
For guilty rebels, loſt in * 

Deſerving endleſs wee 


God's only Son . grace! 1 
Forſook his throne above; | 
And, ſwift to ſave our wretched race, 
He flew on wings of love. 


Th' almighty Former of the'ſkies 

3 d to our vile abod; 

e angels ie w d with * e 
And bafd d incarnate God. : by” 

4 2 
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O the rich depths of love divine! 
Of bliſs, a boundleſs ſtore ! 


Dear Savior, let me call thee mine; 
I cannot wiſh for more ! 


On thee alone my hope relies; 5 
Beneath thy croſs I-fall ; 

My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice, | 
My Savior and my All! = 


8 L. M. Altered by Tortavy. 


Cr. 1 our Strength. 


Lr. me but hear my Savior ſay, 
„Strength ſhall be equal to thy day;“ ; 
Then I rejoice in deep diſtreſs, 
Leaning on all- ſuffcient grace. 


I glory in infirmity, | 
That Chriſt's own pow'r may reſt on me: 
When I am weak, then am I ſtrong; 
Chriſt is my ſhield, and Grace my long. 


1 can do all things, and can bear 

All ſuff rings, if my Lord be here: 

Sweet pleaſures mingle with the pains, 
While his left hand my head ſuſtains. 


Kindly he brings me to the place 
Where ſtands the banquet of his grace: 
And, when J faint, he o'er my head 
The banner of his love will ſpread. 


How ſhine thoſe hands, which on the tree, 
Were nail'd, and torn, and bled, for me 
And glory, like a crown, adorns 

| Thoſe temples « once beſet with thorns. 


e 


Tho' once he bow'd his feeble knees, 
Loaded with ſins and agonies; 
Now at his feet the ſeraphs ſtand, 
And wait to know his high command. 


Jeſus, thou everlaſting King, 
Accept the tribute which we bring ; 
Accept thy well-deſerv'd renown, 
And wear our praiſes as thy crown. 


CL. Sevens. BRADFORD's Col. | 


| The good Shepherd. 


1 * Shepherd of the ſheep, 
Thou thy flock doſt feed and keep; 
Sweeteſt paſture doſt prepare, 

Wacheſt them with tender care: 
Thee the ſheep profeſs and own, 
Thee they love, and thee alone; 
Thee they follow in the way, 
Strangers will they not ebey. 


Thou know'ſt them, and they know thee, 


Thou wilt never from them flee; 
They delight to feel thee near, 
They rejoice thy voice to hear: 
Thou doſt call them by their names, 
In thy boſom bear the lambs; 
They protection ſeek, and reſt, 

In their Shepherd's loving breaſt. 


Lord, thy wand'ring ſheep behold, 
Bring them back into thy fold; 

On thy ſhoulders bear them home, 
Suffer them no more to roam : 
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| Lead them into paſtures green, 


Where thy lovely face is ſeen ; 
Make them to thoſe fountains go 


Where the living waters flow. 


CLI. L. M. Warrs, altered. 
Chriſt our Sacrifice. 


THE wonders, Lord, thy love hath wrought, 
Exceed all praiſe, ſurmount all thought ; 


Should we attempt the long detail, 
Our ſpeech would faint, our numbers fail. 


No blood of beaſts on altars ſpilt, 


Can cleanſe the ſouls of men from guilt ; 


But thou haſt fet before our cycs 
An all- ſufficient ſacrifice. 


Lo! thine eternal Son appears, 


To thy deſigns he bqws his ears; 5 
Aſſumes a body well prepar'd, 
And well performs a work fo hard. 


„ Behold, I come,” the Savior cries, 


Love is the language of his eyes; 
I come to bear the heavy load 
Of fins, and da thy will, O God. 


4 I'Il magnify thy holy law, | 


&« And rebels to abedience draw: 


When on my craſs I'm lifted high, 
| t 


« I'll win their hearts, and bring them nigh. h 


Thy law is written in my heart, 


% 'I finiſh well the Savior's part; 


Bid mourning ſouls adore thy grace, 
And ſave them by myrighteouſneſs. 
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CLII. L. M. Warrs, atered. 


Chriſt our Wi ;/dom, Rightemuſneſs, 65. 


URY'D in ſhadows of the night 

| We lie, 'till Jeſus gives us light : 
Wiſdom deſegnds, to heal the blind, 
And chace the darkneſs of the mind. 


Loſt guilty ſouls are drown'd in tears, 
Till the atoning blood appears: 
Then we awake from deep diſtreſs, 


: And ſing the Lord our righteouſueſs, | 


Jeſus beholds where ſatan reigns, 
Binding his ſlaves in heavy chains: 
Grace ſets the pris'ners free and breaks 
The iron bondage from their necks. 


Poor helpleſs worms in Chriſt poſſeſs 
Wiſdom, and pow'r and righteouſneſs : 
Thou art our mighty All; may we 
Give our Whole en O Lord, v to thee ! 


CLIII. | 8. M. Hazr. 
Office and Charafer of Chrit. 
\HRIST is thi eternal Rock, 


On which his church is bunt; ; 


The derber of his little fleck; 
The Lamb that took pur wilt ; 
Our Counſellor ; dur Aude 
Our Brother, and our Friend; 5 
The Bridegroom of his chofen bride, 
Who loves her to en 


Our Prieſt that pray'd, aton'd and bled, 8 
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Submit to Jeſus' righteous rules; 
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He is the Son to free 
The Biſhop he to bleſs ; 
The full Propitiation he; 
The Lord our Righteouſneſs; 
His body's glorious Head, | 
Our Advocate that pleads ; „ | 


And ever intercedes. 


Let all obedient fouls 
Their grateful tribute bring; 


And bow before their King: 
Our Prophet Chriſt expounds 
Our heav'nly Father's will ; 

This good Phyſician cures our wounds 
With tenderneſs and ſkill. | 


When fin had ſadly made ; | 
*T wixt wrath and mercy, ſtrife, 


Our dear Redeemer dearly paid 


Our ranſom with his life : 


Faith gives the full releaſe ; 


Our Surety for us ſtood ; 
The Mediator made the peace, 
And ſign'd it with his blood. 


Soldiers, your Captain own; 
Domeſtics, ſerve your Lord; Ts 
Sinners, the Savior's love make known ; 
_ Saints, hymn th' incarnate word :. 
The witneſs ſure and true 75 


Of God's good-will to men; 


The Alpha and th! Omega too; 
Fe, 


„ 


Poor pilgrims ſhall not ſtray, 
Who frighted flee from wrath : 
A bleeding Jeſus is the way; 
And blood tracks all the path : 
Chriſtians in Chriſt obtain 
The truth that can't deceive ; 
And never ſhall they dic again 
Who in the Life believe. 


CLIV. As the 148th. Warrs, altered. 


Another. 


A RRAY'D in mortal fleſh, 
| Our lovely Jeſus ſtands, ' 
And holds the promiſes 
And pardons in his hands: 
Commiſſion'd from his Father's throne, 
To make his grace to mortals known. 


Be thou our Counſellor, 
Our Pattern, and our Guide ; 
And thro' this deſert land 
Still Keep us near thy fide. 
O, let our feet ne'er run aſtray, 
But follow thee the living way. 


| Sweet is the Shepherd's voice, 
Whoſe watchful eye doth keep, 
Poor wand'ring ſouls, among 
The thouſands of his ſheep: 
He feeds his flock, he calls their names ; 
His boſom bears the tender lambs. 


To this dear Surety's hands, 
My foul, commend- thy cauſe ; 
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He anſwers and fulfils 
His Father's broken laws: 

Believing ſouls now free are ſet, 


For Chriſt hath paid their dreadful debt. 


Our Advocate appears 
For our defence on high; 
The Father bows his ears, 
| And lays his thunder by: 
| Not all that hell or fin can ſay 
Shall turn his heart, his love away. 


Then let us all ariſe, 
1 And tread the tempter down: 
| | Our Captain leads vs forth, 
To conquelt and a crown; 
A feeble ſaint ſhall win the day, 
'Tho' death and hell obſtruct the way. 


cLV. As the 148th. 
7 Another, 
ION all the glorious names 
Of wiſdom, love, and power, 
That mortals ever knew, 
That angels ever bore : 


All are too mean to Tpeak his worth, 
Too mean to ſet the Savior forth. 


Lo! what endearing, words, 
What condeſcending ways, 
Doth our Redremer ule 
Too teach his heav'nly grace 
= ſoul, with joy ahd wonder fes 
What forms of love he bears for thee. 
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Great Prophet of our God, 
Our tongues would bleſs thy name : 
By thee the joyful news 
| gur ſalvation came; 
The joyful news of ſins forgiv'n, 
Of hell ſubdu's, and peace with * n. 


Jeſus, our great High Prieſt, 
Offer'd his blood and dy d; 
Let guilty ſinners ſeek 
No ſacrifice beſide ; EE 
His pow'rful blood did once atone, 
And now it pleads before the throne. 


Thou dear almighty Lord, 
Our Conqu'ror and our King, 
Thy ſceptre and thy fword, 
Thy reigning grace we ling; 
Thine is the-pow'r: O may we lie. 
In willing bonds beneath thy feet ! 


THE INFLUENCES AND GRACES or 
| TRE HOLY SPIRIT. 


CLVI. L. M Warrs's H. 
The Effufion of the Spirit, &c.. 


8 \ REAT was the day, the joy was greats 
8 When the divine diſciples met: 
Whilſt on their heads the Spirit came 


And ſat like tongues of cloven flame. 


What gifts, what: miracles be g ave | 

And pow'r to kill, and pow'r to fave! 
Furniſh'd their tongues. with wand'rqus words, 
Inſtead of ſhields and ſpears and * 
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Thus arm d, he ſent the champions forth, 
From eaſt to weſt, from ſouth to north: 
Go, and aſſert your Savior's cauſe ; 


Go ſpread the my ſt" ry of his croſs,” 


Theſe weapons of the holy war, 
Of what almighty force they are 
To make our ſtubborn paſſions bow, 
And lay the proudeſt rebel low ! 


| Nations, the learned and the rude, 
Are by theſe heav'nly arms ſubdu'd ; 
While ſatan rages at the loſs, 
And hates the doctrine of the croſs, 


Great King of grace! my heart ſubdue: 
1 would be led in triumph too, | 


As willingcaptive to my Lord, 


| Aug ſing the vict' ries of his word. 


CLII. 8. M. HARx. 
4 Prayer to the Holy Spiri. 


Ccuk. Holy Spirit, come; 

Let thy bright beams ariſe : 

Diſpel the "ae from our minds, 
The darkneſs from our eyes. 


Chear our deſponding hearts, 
With viſitations ſweet : | 
Give us to lie with humble hope, 
At our Redeemer s feet. 


Revive our drooping faith, | 
Our doubts and fears remove; 
And kindle in our breaſt the flame 

Of never. dying love. 
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Convince us of our fin, 

Then lead to Jeſus' blood: 

And to our wond'ring view reveal 
The ſecret love of God. 


Tis thine to change the heart, 
T' illuminate the foul ; 

To pour freſh life on ev'ry part, 
And new create the whole. 


Tf thou, celeſtial Dove, 
Thy influence withdraw, 
What eaſy victims ſoon we fall 
To terror, fin, and law ! E. 


Dwell, therefore, i in our hearts ; s 

Our minds from bondage free: 

Then ſhall we know, and praiſe, and love 
The ts Sons and Thee. es 


cr vil. C. M. Warrs, altered. 
Another. 


; (ME, | Holy Spitit, "WI 'ulyaſove, 
With all thy quick ning pow'rs, 
Kindle a flame of ſacred love | 


In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look, how on earth we grov'ling lie, 
Fond of its trifling toys: 

Nor can we lift our ſouls on high 

To reach ſublimer joys. 


In vain we tune our . ſongs, 
In vain we ſtrive to rile ; 


N 
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 Hoſanna® languiſh on our tongues, | 
And our devotion dies, 


Great God, and ſhall we ever live, 

At this poor dying rate? 

Our love ſo cold, ſo faint to thee, 
And thine to us ſo great? 


Conie, Holy Spirit, heav'nly dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs: 
Come, ſhed abroad a Savior's love, 

And that ſhall kindle ours. 


CLIX. Sevens. MoxTox's Col. 
Another. | 

„ by eg df. upon us ſhine ; 
= 0 Fill each ſoul with joy divine: 


Darkneſs, doubts, and fears remove : 
Shed abroad a Savior's love. 


Come, and peace divine impart ; 
Seal ſalvation on the heart 
Holy-Ghoſt, upon us ſhine; 
Fill each ſoul with joy divine. 
Another. 

: O HOLY Spirit breathe, 

0 Thy quick'ning pow'r impart, 
Thine heav'nly unction give, 1 1 

And warm the frozen heart; 


Now let us feel thy ſacred fire, 
And ev'ry ſoul with love inſpire. 


065) 
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Conquer the pow'rs of hell, 
Break down the walls of ſin, 
And let us ever feel 
Thy reſidence within ; 
Let us enjoy thy ſacred fire, 
And ev'ry ſoul with love inſpire. 


' Burſt from thy burning throne, 
And make the devils fly, 
Bear ev'ryevildown, 
And lift our ſouls on high; 
Now may we feel thy ſacred fire, 


And ev'ry ſoul with love inſpire. | 


(AagBrowhe darkneſs abt away, 
Let light and life be giv'n, 
Sbreathe us into day, 


And draw us up to heav'n ; 


There may we feel thy ſacred fire, 
And all thy glorious grace admire. 


| CLXI. C. M. Doppriee. 
Divine Drawing celebrated. 


FN GOD, what ſilken cords are thine ! 


How ſoft, and yet how ſtrong ! 


While pow'r and truth, and love combine 


To draw our ſouls along. 


Thou ſaw'ſt us cruſh'd beneath the yoke 


Of ſatan and of ſin : 


x 9 hand the iron bondage broke 


ur worthleſs hearts to win. 
The guilt of twice ten thouſand ſins 
One moment —— ; 


A 


— —— —— — — — 
— . 
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And grace, when firſt the war begins, 
Sccures the crowning day. 


Com fort thro! all this vale oft tears 


In rich profuſion flows, 
And gl: ry of unnumhber'd years 
Eternity beſtows., _ 


. by ſuch cords we onward move, 


"Till round thy throne we meet; 
And, captives in the chains of love, 
Embrace our conqu'ror's feet. 


CLXII. C. M. STEELE. 


Regeneration. 


: Ho. helpleſs guilty nature nes, 


Unconſcious of its load! 


The heart, unchang'd, can never riſe 


To happineſs and God. 


| The will perverſe, the paiſnsblind, | 


In paths of ruin ſtray; _ 
Reaſon, debas'd, can never find 
The ſafe, the narrow way. 


Can ought beneath = pow'r divine 


The Aubborn will ſubdue ? 
"Tis thine, eternal ſpirit, thine 
To form the heart anew. 


Tis thine the paſſions to recall, 
And upward bid them riſe; 


And make the ſcales of error fall 


From reaſon's darken d eyes. 


41.49 3 
To chaſe the ſhades of death away, 
And bid the finner live! 


A beam of heav'n, a vital ray, 
Ti thine alone to give. 


O change theſe wretched hearts of ours, 
And give them life divine! 
Then ſhall our paſſions and our pow rs, 


We Lord, be thine. 


CLXIII. C. M. Bon, altered. 
Faith. 


PAITH views the precious promiſe, ard 
With the Redeemer's blood: 
Io faith the glories are reveal d 
Of our incarnate God. ” 


Faith looks to Calv'ry' s lofty tree, 
Diſcerns the Savior's face; 
And with delight it doth ſurvey 


The wonders of his grace. 


This precious faith, which is of God, 
Looks always to the Lamb; 
And is much pleas'd with pard ning blood, 

And drinks the healing balm. 


Faith ſays, my Jeſus ſtill is mine, 
Tho' gloomy clouds ariſe; 
Faſtens on promiſes divine, 
And ſoars above the ſkies. 


Delights in great Jehovah's voice, 
Lives on the Savior's blood; 
1 N 3 


1 3g0- 1 


In truth eternal doth x rejoice, 
And ventures all with God. 


Jeſus, ſubdue our ev'ry foe, 
Our faith and love increaſe ; 
Soon from this dreary waſte below 
Take us to realms of bliſs. 


cLxIV 0. M. Warrs's H. 
Faith in Chriſt. 


Ho ſad our ſtate by nature is! 

Our ſin how deep it ſtains ! 

And fatan binds our captive ſouls 
Faſt in his ſlaviſn chains. 


- But there s a voice of ſov'reign grace, 
Sounds from the ſacred word; 
Ho! ye deſpairing ſinners, come, 


And truſt upon the Lord. 


0 may we hear th Ae 1 
And run to this relief! 8 
We would believe thy promiſe, 1 15 
O help our unbelief ! 


To the bleſt fountain of thy blood, 
Teach us, O Lord, to fly ; 

There may we waſh our ſpotted ſouls 
From crimes of deepeſt dye 


Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, | 
Oiur reigning ſins ſubdue ;. | 

Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew. 


I 1 
Poor, guilty, weak and helpleſs worms, 
On thy kind arm we fall; 


Be thou our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Our Jeſus, and our all! 


[The Triumph of Faith, ſee 215.) 
CLXV. C. M. Cowen. 

| The contrite Heart. | 

PHE Lord will happineſs dn e 


On contrite hearts beſtow : 
Then tell me, gracious God, is mine 
A contrite heart or no? 


I hear, but ſeem to hear in vain, 
Inznſenſible as ſteel; 
If aught is felt, tis only pain 
Too find J cannot feel. 


I ſometimes think myſelfinclin'd 
Too love thee, if I cou'd ; 
But often feel another mind, 


_ Averle to all that's good. 


My beſt deſires are faint and few, 
[ fain would ſtrive for more; 
But when I cry, My ſtrength renew,” 


Seem weaker than before. 


The ſaints are comforted I know, 
And love thy houſe of pray'r ; 
I ſometimes go where others go, 
But find no comfort there. 


O make this heart rejoice or ache; 
Decide this doubt for me; 


„„ 
And if it be not broken, break, 
And heal it, if it be. 
CLXVI. L. M. Warrs's P. 
Humiliation. 


ORD, we are vile, conceiv'd in fin 
And born unholy and unclean 


| Sprung from the man whoſe guilty fall, 


. the race, and taints us all. 


Soon as we draw our in bent ecath, 


The ſeeds of ſin grow up for death; 


Thy law demands a perfect heart, 
But we're defil'd in ev'ry part. 


' Behold ; we fall betore thy face, 

Our only refuge is thy grace; 
No outward forms can make us clean, 
The leproſy lies deep within. 


No bleeding bird, nor bleeding beaſt, 
Nor hyſſop branch, nor ſprinkling prieſt, ” 
Nor running brook, nor flood, nor ſea, 


Can waſh the diſmal ſtain away. 


| Jeſus, our God ! thy blood alone 

_ Hath pow'r ſufficient to atone; _ 
Thy blood can make us white as ſnow ; . 
No Jewiſh types could cleanſe us ſo. 


While guilt diſturbs and breaks our 8 


Nor fleſh nor ſoul hath reſt or eaſe; 


Lord, let us hear thy pard'ning voice, 


And make our down-caſt hearts rejoice. | 
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' CLXVH. L. M. STEELE. 


| Hee encouraged. 


HY ſinks my weak deſponding mind ? 
Why heaves my heart the anxions hgh? 


Can fov'reign goodneſs be unkind ? 


Am ] not fate fince God is nigh ? , 


He holds all nature in his hand : 
That gracious hand on which I live, 


Does life, and time, and death command, 


And has immortal joys to give. 


'Tis he ſupportsthis fainting frame, 
On him alone my hopes recline ; 


The wond'rous glories of his name, 


How wide they ſpread! how bright they ſhine ! 


Infinite wiſdom ! boundleſs pow'r! 
Unchanging faithfulneſs and love! 

Here let me truſt, 'whife I adore, 
Nor from my refuge e'er remove. 


My God, if thou art mine indeed, 


Then I have all my heart can crave z 


A preſent help in times of need, 


Still kind to hear, and ſtrong to fave. 


Forgive my doubts, O gracious Lord, 


"> 


And eaſe the ſorrows of my breaſt ; 
yo to my heart the healing word, 
That thou art mine---and I am bleſt. 


CLXVIII. Sevens. CERNNIck. 
Kejoieing in Hope. 
C of the heav'nly King, 
As ye journey ſweetly ling 3 ; 
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Sing your Savior s worthy praiſe, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 


Le are trav'lling home to God, 


In the way the fathers trod ; 


They are happy now, and ye 


Soon their happineſs ſhall ſee. 


| O, ye baniſh'd ſeed, be glad! 


Chriſt our Advecate | is made; 
Us to fave, our fleſh aſſumes, 


Offers up his ſweet perfumes, 


Shout, ye little flock, and bleſt, 
You on Jeſus' throne ſhall reſt ; 
There your ſeat is now prepar dd, 


There your kingdom and reward. 


Fear not, breth'ren, joyful ſtand, 
On the borders of your land; 

jeſus Chriſt, your Father's Son, 

Bids you undiſmay d goon. 


Lord! ſubmiſſive make us go, 
Gladly leaving all below; 

Only thou our Leader be, 
And we ſtill 1 will follow thee !. 


. CLXIX. L. M. enen Cal. 


Truft. 
1 Chriſt be my defence and tow'r, 
Why ſhould 1 fear the tempter's pow re. 


If jean is my mighty ſhield, 
| Tho' hot "the fight, way ſhould 1 8 


e 
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Tho' creature-comforts fade and die, 


Yet Jeſus lives, and ſtill is nigh ; 
Tho' all the flocks and herds be dead, 


Yet Jeſus is my living bread. 


I know not what may ſoon betide ; 


| Yet Jeſus knows, and he'll provide: 
Thho' fin would ſink me in diſtreſs, 
Let Jeſus is my righteouſneſs. 


Tho' faint my pray'rs, and cold my love, 
Yet Jeſus intercedes above : 

What tho' my foes thould all combine, 
Yer Jeſus is for ever mine! 


CLYY. Sevens. NEWTON. 
+ Loveſs ibou me? 


1 a point I long to know, 


Ott it cauſes anxious * 
Do TI love the Lord, or no? 
Am ] his, or am 1 not * 


If 1 love, why am 1 thus? 
Why this dull and lifeleſs frame ? 


Hardly, ſure, can they be worſe, 


Who have never heard his name. 


Could my heart ſo hard remain, 


Pray'r a taſk and burden prove; 
Ev ry trifle give me pain, 
Tt I knew a Savior's Jove ? 


| When I turn my eyes within, 
All is dark, and vain, and wild ; 
Fill'd with eue; and fin, 
Can I deem myſelf a Child ? 


Love lightens care, aſſuages pain, 


Without this, knowledge i is in vain, , 


Sin in our hearts will ſurely reign, 


. 1 ] 
If I pray, or hear, or read, 


Sin is found in all I do; 


| You that love the Lord indeed, 


Tell me, is it thus with you? 


Yet] I mourn my ſtubborn will, 


Find my fin a grief and thrall ; 


Should I grieve for what I feel, 


If I did not love at all ? 


Could I joy his ſaints to meet, 
Chooſe the ways I once abhor'd ; 

Find, at times, the promiſe ſweet, 
If I did not love the Lord? 


Lord, decide the des esel cafe] 


Thou who art thy people's ſun; ; 
Shine upon thy work of grace, 
= it be indeed begun. 


| Let me love thee more and more, 


If I love at all, I pray; 


| If I have not lov 4 before, 


O may I begin to-day. 


CLXXI. C. M. Altered by Baaproxp. 
Exceilency of Love. 


APP the heart where grace doth reign, 
And love inſpire the breaſt : 


And brings us peace and reſt, 


And vain our flaviſh fear: 


11 love be abſent there. 


. 
Love never dies, but lives and ſings, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe; _ 


Tis love ſhall ſtrike our joyful ſtrings 
In the ſweet realms of bliſs. 


When join'd to that 8 throng 

Which fill the choirs above, 
Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 
And ev'ry note be love. 


CLXXII. C. M. Doppsibex. ? 
PPP 
EsUs, I love thy charming name, 


| Tis muſic to my ear; 
ain would I ſound it out ſo loud, 
That earth and heav'n might hear. 


Yes, thou art precious to my ſoul, 
My tranſport and my truſt! 

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys, 

And gold is ſordid duſt. 


All my capacious pow'rs can wi 

| In thee doth richly meet ; 
Nor to my eyes is light ſo dear, 4; 

Nor friendſhip half ſo ſweet. 


Thy grace ſhall dwell upan my heart, 1 
And ſhed its fragrance there ; 


The nobleſt balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 


. 11 ſpeak the honors of thy name, 
ith my laſt lab'ring breath; 
And dying, claſp thee in my arms, 
The antigens of 5 
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It CLXXIII. C. M. STzzps. 
10 Deſiring to know aud love Chrift more. 

[ | | 1 * lovely ſource of true delight, | 


1 Whom I unſeen adore; 
F Onvallthy beautiesto my ſight, 
=: That 1 may love thee more. 


Thy glory o'er creation ſhines; 
But in thy ſacred word | 


[| I read, in fairer brighter — 
Hi My bleeding, dying Lord. 


*Tis here, whene' er comforts dr 5 
And 5 and Ns | | vor, 

Thy love wich chearful beams of hope 
My fainting heart ſupplies, 


But ah! too ſqon the pleaſing ſcene 

Is clouded oer with pain; 

My gloomy fears riſe dark between, 
And I again complain. 


| Jeſus, my Lord, my life, my light, 

4 O come with blifsful ray; 0 

I! Break radiant through this hade of night, 
| \_ And chaſe my fears away. 


1 Then ſhall my ſoul with rapture trace 
1 The wonders of thy love; 

8 But the full glories of thy face 

_ Are only known above. 


CLXXIV. Sevens. Mapan's Col. 


Wuootberiy Love. 


IEsus, Lord, we look ta thee; 
Leet us in thy name agree; 


1 9 ] 
She w thyſelf the 1 of peace, 
Bid all jars for ever ceafe : 4 


As By thy reconciling love, = 


Ev'ry ſtumbling block fęemeve, 
Each to each 49 thowendear, 
Come and ſpread thy RR? Ber. 


Make us of one heart * mind, 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind; 

Free from anger and from pride, 
Let us thus in thee abide. | 


Let us each for other anos; 1110 
Each his brother's hurthen bear; 
To thy church the pattern give, 
Shew how true believers Ms 1 


Let us then with joy remave 3 
To thy family above; 
On the wings af 


Shew how true believers die. = 
Corey 


CLXXV. Clark's T. Monrow's Cot. | 
The Knowledge ef bn eraſed, the be f 


now —_ 


DINNER, bid the workd adicu, 45 
| ith all of etcaturezgoad;7 ;  .. 
_ Chriſt, and only Fee, 1 a. 
And truſt — plead his blood: 
What can all thi world beftow 1 
And what of all weak and price 
Only Jeſus wiſh @'knowy' t 720 e 425 0 
And Jeſus T_T engen as ba. 
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Him to Kaner, is life and peace, 
And pleaſure without end; 

"Tis the Chriſtian's happineſs, 
On Jeſus to depend; 


Daily in his grace to grow, 


And near the Savior to abide : 


Only Jeſus wiſh to know, 


And Jeſus crucify'd. 


All i in him his people ſeek, 


And his alone would be; 


They the Savior's praiſes. ſpeak, 


And long his face to ſee: 


While they ſojourn here below, 


On nothing they depend beſide ; 


, Only Jeſus would they know, 


And Jeſus Cy. 
CLXXVI. * Mu. Fawerrr. 
| Knowledge at prifen imperfett. 


T* way, O God, is in the ſea, 


Thy paths I cannot trace; 


Nor comprehend the myſtery, 


Of thy unbounded grace. 


Here the dark veils * fleſh, and ſenſe, 


My captive: ſoul ſurround * 


Myſterious deeps of pvoridence, | 


My wond'ring thoughts confound. 


; When I behotd thy awful hand, 


My earthly hopes deſtroy; 
In deep aſtoniſhment, I ſtand, 
And aſk the reaſon, Wh 


1 r 
As thro' a glaſs Oy ſee, 
The wonders of thy love; 
How little do I know of thee, 
Or of the joys above. 


Tis but in part, I know thy will; 
I bleſs thee for the ſight; _ 

When will thy love the reſt reveal 
In glory's clearer light ? 


With rapture ſhall I then ſurvey 
Thy providence, and grace, 
And ſpend an everlaſting day 
In wonder, love and praiſe. 


CLXXVII. I. M. Torrapr. 
True Miſdom. : g 


' LJAPPY the man who finds the grace, 
4 4 The bleſſing of God's choſen race; 
The wiſdom coming from above, 


And faith that ſweetly works by love. 1 


Happy beyond deſcription, ge, p 
To ſay, © the Savior dy d for me, 
The gift unſpeakable obtains, 

And heav'nly underſtanding gains. 


Her Ways are Ways of pleaſantneſs, - 1 
And all her flow'ry paths are peace 
Wiſdom to ſilver we prefer, _ x 
And gold is droſs compar'd' with her. 
He finds, who wiſdom apprehends 
A life begun that ä endless 
3 


MY 162 I: 
_ Thet ke: of life divine the i is, 
Set ift midſt of —— | 


0 Happy the man who ness, 
In whoſe obedient heart he reigns; 
He owns, and will for ever own, | 


Wiſdom, and Thrift, aud Her n are ane. =; 
CLxxvt. 2. M. Navran. 


* 
15. is a fruit that wills grow 


In nature's barten ſoil ; 
All we can boaſt till Chrilt we know, 
Is vanity and toil. 


But where the Laxd reveals his grace, 
And makes his glories known; 


There fruits of heav ny joy and peace 
Are found, and there alone. | 


A bleeding. Savior ſeen by faith, 

A ſenſe of pard'ning love, 
A hope that triumphs over death, 
Give joys like thoſe above. 


To take a glimpſe within the vail, 
Io know that God is mine, 
Are ſprings of joy that never fail, 
_ Unſpeakable divine! 


Theſe are the j ys which laicly, 
And fanctif) th the mind; 
Which make the fpirit mount on high, 
And leave the * behind. 


K i 1 
clxxix. 8. M. Warrs's H. 


| Call 72 be joyful. 


OME ye that love the Lord, 
And let your joys be . ; 
Join in a ſong with ſweet accord, 
And thus ſurround the throne. 


The ſorrows of the mind 
Be baniſh'd from this place; 
Religion never was defign'd _ 
To make our pleaſures leſs. 


Let thoſfe refuſe to ſing 

Who never knew our God; 
But fav'rites of the heav ny King 

Should fpeak their joys abroad. 


The men of grace have found 

_ Glory begua below ; 

Celeſtial fruits on earthly gronad, 
From faith and hope muſt grow. 


The hill of Ziou yields 

A thoufaud ſacred ſweets, 
Before we raach the heav nl fields, 

Or walk the golden ſtreeis. 


Then let our fongs abound, 
 Andev'y tear be dry; 


We re marching thro' 3 8 ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 


5 CLXXX. "K M. Swarm. 


Peace. 


INNER, away from Sinai fly ! 
To * $ yy derne repair ; 


1 64 ] 
Behold the Prince of Glory die, 
And read your peace and DR there | E 


Search into ev ry open wound; 


Trace the ſharp ſcourge, the ds; the ca ; 
And full ſalvation will be found 


Es: crimſon letters written there. 


No works of man, to raiſe the ſum 
Or pay the ranſom muſt be brought ; 
Helpleſs and poor to Jeſus come, 

Nor ſtrive to bring a perfect thought. 


Your faith, your hope, and righteouſneſs, 
Are treaſur d up in him alone; 


Your rich ſupplies of grace and peace 
Spring from the works your Lord has done. 


Hell opens her ten thouſand graves 
To ſwallow thoſe that die in fin; 

But all the great Immanuel ſaves 
Heav'n's open gates ſhall welcome in. 


There ſhall the blood- waſh'd armies go 
That truſt the great Redeemer here; 

The plant that buds with grace below 
Shall ripen into glory there. 


-CLEXRXE, e. M. Hoskins. 
Conſolation. 7 


WW HAT a fair country lies above 
This wilderneſs of woe! 
A land of life, and light, and love, 


Where fruits immortal grow. 


There reigns the great incarnate God, 
In majeſty and * ; 
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There all the armies bought with blood 
Behold him face to face! 


There ſaints departed ever dwell _ 
To worſhip and adore; 

With rapt'rous joy they fit and tell 

What myſt'ries they explore. 


O how they ſhout eternal praiſe 
To God and to the Lamb ! 
To what tranſported heights thy raiſe, 
Their muſic to his name. 


_ Free'd now from ſin, and death, and tears, 
They are completely bleſt; 
Secure from all their foes and fears ; 
Enjoy eternal reſ. 


Lord, when ſhall we theſe bleſſings ſhare, 
And meet our friends on high; 
O may thy grace our ſouls prepare, 

And takeusto the ſky. 


CLXXXII. 8.7. Braprorp'sCol. 
Happineſs. 
8 can preſerve my going 
| But ſalvation full and free; 
Nothing can my foul diſhearten 
But my abſence, Lord, from thee : 
Nothing can delay my progreſs, 
Nothing can diſturb my reſt, 
If, I can, whate'er the danger, 
Lean my ſpirit on thy breaſt. 


In thy preſence 1 am happy, 
In thy preſence I'm ſecure ; FE: 


"T7 
In thy prefence all afflictions 


Il can eaſily endure: 

In thy preſence I can conquer, 

I aan ſuffer, I can die 
Far from thee I faint and languiſſi; 
O, my Savior, keep me nigh 1 
CLXXXIII. Sevens. .Mozron's Col. 

| TAPPINESS, our end and aim; 

Is the wiſh'd- for object near? 


Learning, pleaſure, wealth, and fame, 
All cry out“ It is not here.” 


Not the wiſdom of the wiſe, 

Not the grandeur of the great, 
Can intorm us where it lies, 
Nor the bliſs we ſeek create. 


Th' object of our firſt deſire 
May the dear Redeemer be: 
May we Lord, to thee afpite : 

_ Happineſs is found in thee. 


Lord, it is not life to live, 
If thy preſence thou deny: 
And, if thou thy preſence give, 
*Tis no longer death to die. 


| Source and Giver of repoſe, 
Jeſus, happinefs is thine ; 
Surely from thy fmite it flows; 
Mine it is, if thou art ine. 
Let me but /hy/eff fioffeſs, | 


* 


Keal bliſs I then fraß ptore:- 
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Total ſum of happineſs, 
Heavy n mY and heav' n above. 


cLXxxIx. O. M. Warres H. 


God the only Happineſs of bis Pee 


Y God, my portion, and my love, | 

: Þ My everlaſting all, 

I've none but thee in heav'n above, 
Nor on this earthly ball. 


What empty things are all the ies, 
And this inferior clod ! 


: There 8 nothing here deſerves my joys, 
There's nothing like my Gad. 


10 vain the bright, the burning fun, 
Scatters his feeble light : 3 
Thy cheering beams create my noon, 
If thou withdraw, tis night. 


And whilſt upon my reſtleſs bed, 
Amidſt the ſhades I roll; 

If my Redeemer ſhews his head, 
'Tis morning with my fou]. 


To thee I owe my wealth and friends, | 
And health, and ſafe abode ; 


Thanks to thy love for all theſe things, 
But they are not my Gad. 


Were J poſſeſſor of the earth, 
And call d the ſtars my own; 1 

Without thy graces and thyſelf, 
T were a wretch undone. . 


1180] 
Let others ſtretch their arms, like ſeas, 
And graſp in all the ſnore; 
Grant me the viſits of thy face, 
And I can want no more. 


| CLXXV. 8. 7. Roninsox. 


 COOME, thou Fonnt of ev'ry bleſſing, 


Tune my heart to ſing thy grace; 


Streams of mercy, never ceaſing, 


Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſc. 


Teach me ſome melodious ſonnet, 


Sung by flaming tongues above, 


Where the ranſom'd all unite in 


Praiſe of God's unchanging love. 


Here I raiſe my Ebenezer, | 


Hither by thy help I'm come, 


Truſting, Lord, by thy good pleaſure, 


| Safely to arrive at hom. 
Jeſus ſought me when a ſtranger, 
| Wand'ring from the fold of God; 


He, to reſcue me from danger, 


Interpos'd his precious blood. 


Oh! to grace, how great a debtor 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 
Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter, 
Bind my wand'ring heart to thee : 


Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 


Prone to leave the God of love! 


| Here's my heart, Lord, take and ſeal it, 


Seal it from thy courts above. 


© Be. 
CLXXXVI. C. M. N 5 
Obedience.” 
13 


No 8 of anne. 009. liſte | 2 
To ſerve the Lord arighi; 5 
And what ſhe has, ſhe miſapplies, 
For want of clearer _ | 


5 
5 Long time 1 the *. I iy, orbit? 


In bondage and diſtreſs; 11 6] 5 
I toil'd the precept to =” 1. b = 

But toil'd without ſuccel " oy = 
Then to abſtain 1 fi 1 

Was moxe that from vanes 4 


Now though I 18 50 dne 1 
1. fepl deli Face. 100 yore 7 tri it 


Then all oy, ſervile Forks were "Ay | 175 
A righteouſneſs 10 raiſe; 155 . | 
Now---freely choſen in the Son, 5 | 
1 freely chooſe his e 5 
IIS Or 4 1745 N 
40 What ſhall I da, 'was wen dhe mood, - 
= hes ann, we. |, 
«© What ſhall I render to ches Lord: 1 
Is my ing ny ne. 7071: t 19:91:97 VF 
} 1 51 YE v1 rr | 
To ſee the uw by chan dead, 4 
To hear hig put ning voee 
Changes a ſlave i into a Ty Big 
And auth into e, 2 58 19 7. 8 


128 217 FP 10 117 


- 


N 1,1! 


T5576 


Wh * do the fleſh and ſpite ſive? = 


4-290 1}: | 
CLXXXVIE. FC. M. fi/avtond's Col; 


100 Conformity to Jeſus. 
| 9 Chriſt has borne my ſin and curſe, 
And ſuffer'd to atone, ” OE: 
Why am I then afflicted thus ? EA: 


Why muſt I. ſigh and groan? 


Why * does rebel nature lire? 


why. this war within? 
hy do I yet fee]. ſin 27 


What ! muſt temptations n bend, 


And Satan, ſift my heart ; 


Whilſt inbred. luſts my mind afſail, 


And cauſe me grievous ſmart ? 


What! muſt my worldly aĩms beerofs'd * 
Denied my heart's deſire? 


What f muſt my n rag be loſt, 


And fenſual 3 Joys, expire? 


6 Is there no way to glorify. 


Chriſt's death and honor'd name, 


" Vnlefs unto myſelf I die, 


And bear reproach and bare 5 


Whene' er - theſe thoughts EY my heart, 


I'm ready then to faint ; 


But, when t view my Savior's fmart, 


That ſtops each ſad complaint. 


Be ſtill, my ſoul ; this is the path ; EN? oe 


This i is the Chriſtian race ; 
Conform'd to Jeſus in his death, 
We only live by grace, 


on} 
*F HE CHRISTIAN. 
CLXXXVIIL 8, 7: Swann, altered 5 


The Spee 8 Sinner. . 


O* the brink of fiery _ _ 
Juſtice, with a aning ior, 
Was my guilty ſoul purſuing, - + 
When 1 fl beheld my Lord. 


cc Sas.” he exctliln'd: « I've lov'd thee 
„ With an everlaſting love; 


* Juſtice has in me approy d thee 
« Thou ſhalt.dwell with me above,”- _ 


Ss © ©:4- 


Sweet as angie” notes in heaven, 
When tb golden — * ſound; 


s the voice of fins for 


Io the ſoul by ſatan 1 
Sweet as angels barps in nor 


Was that heav'uly voice to me, m 
When I ſaw my Lord, before me, , 
Bleed and' pdt me free l en 


dion a Lord, aggin diſcover 
| omy ſoul, that art mane; +, 
Tell, me, O thou h 8 5 5 

That I am f for « thine. _ 


— i 
= = 


| CLXXXIX: E. Writes P. 0 ; 


I: 
> 


The Penitent pleading for Pardon. 


8 ae ure; 


1 


1 172: ], 
4 Are not thy merties large and free 
i May not a Unger truſt i in thee * 


My crimes are great, but not ſurpaſs 

. ITbe pow'r and glory of thy grace; 
= Great (30d, thy nature hath no * = 
So let thy pard' ning love be e q 


O waſh my ſoul from ev 'ry fin, 

Make my poltated ede 
Here on my heart the burden lies, 
And paſt o * pain my eyes. 


Should ſudden vengeance ſeize my breath,” 
I muft prononnce'thee juſt in death; 


And if my ſoul were bent to hell, 
Thy righteous law approves It wel * "i 


Yet ſave a trembling finner, Lord, X 
Whoſe hope, {till hov'ring round 2 word, 
Would light on ſome ſweet promiſe . 

Some ſure ſupport againſtdcſpair. 


cxc. Chatham - v% Torinr's g 0. 


The Cry.of @ n-bern Squl. 


Love divine, hq fweet thou mr? 
When fhall I find 5 fonging heart 


All taken up with'thee? 
O! may L andhirk to | | 
The 2 erns redeeming love, . 
The deve Chultyeme!l.. 
God — overab Gods, i 
O that it nom vi iedhed Ms T0, 


In my poor ſtony kewrt ! 


0400 


I want to taſte thy love divine: GL 06 tTaM 
This heav'nly portion, Lord, worn 0 
Be mine this better part. 1 


O that I could for ever ſit ; | 5 
With Mary, at the Maſter's ſecrr. 
And in his love rejoice! -' | 2 5 
My only care, delight, and bliſs, | 
My joy, my heav'n on earth, be ts, 
To hear the Bridegoom' O voice! 


Th love alone may require 

Nothing on earth 2 15 e DIALS 
Nor aught in heaven above! 

Let earth and all its trifles go ; 

Give me, O Lord, thy deter, 

Give me thy precious love. 


Cxcl. Sevens. Hr iss cu. 
| Where thy Flocks reft at oY 


* WI x 5 21 


ELI. me, Savior from $585 
1 — boges {li 101110 
Where thy liatle flockabidey ./ wry 1 

Shelter d near thy bleeding e + pin wt 


Says , my ſhepherd, all 8 

here I may. .my ſoubrecline'}-! ers bard 

Where for refuge — Ty >: am hatt Hr 
While the bunnng my apo; e Fl tot * 


6102 Ai 
Wilt thou let me run  aftray, 


Mourning, grieving, alÞ the as « ct 2rgt f 
Wilt thou bear nee a 

Seck ſome: baſe and mortab lows > = vi 
e (rod 26 | 5 i 67 


1 174 J 


Never had! ſought thy name, 
Never felt the inward flame, 


Had not love firſt touch'd my heart, 5 
Gave the painful, pleaſant ſmart. 


Didſt thou leave thy glorious throne, 
Put a mortal raiment on, 

As a curſed victim die, . 

For a wretch to vile as 1 


Tell me, faireſt of the kind, 

How to ſeek, and where to ad; 

Where to find thy promis'd reſt, 
How to lean upon by breaſt. 


Turn, and claim me as thine own; > 
Be my portion, Lord, alone: 
Deign to hear a ſinner's call. 


Be my everlaſting all. 


CXCII. L. M. Warten P. | 
Deliverance rem Temptation and Deſpai Fa | 


| 1 will I ag O Lord, my ſtrength, 

My rock, my tow'r, my high defence; 

Th mighty arm ſhall be my truſt, * 
For I have found ſalvation thence. 


Death and the terrors of the grave, ” 
Stood round me — made; 

| While floods of high temptations; roſe, 

And made my king foul afraid. | 


I ſaw the op'ning of bell, | 
With 2 palas and ſorrow. there; 

Which none but they that feel can tell, 
"ww I was hurry d to deſpair. 


198: 1]: 
In m uy I call'd « My God,” 


en I could ſcarce believe kim mine; 
He bow'd his ear to my complaint ; 
Then did his grace appear divine. 


With ſpeed he flew to my relief, 
As on a Cherub's wing he rode ; 
Awful and bright as ſight ain ſhone | 
The face of my deliv rer, 1 


Temptations fled at his rebuke, / _ 

The blaſt of his almighty breath: 

He ſent ſalvation from on high, 
And drew me from the deeps of death. 1 j 


My ſong for. ever ſhall record 1 

That terrible, that joy ful hour; 

And give the glory to the Lord, 
Due to his mercy, and his pow'r. 


CXCIIL. , M. Har. 
The Wiſh. 


TF duſt and aſhes bans, ona 
Great God, to talk with thee ; ; 
If in thy preſence can be room 
Por ſinful worms, like me; 


I humbly would my wii preſent, | 
For wiſbes L have none: 222 
All my deſires are now content. | 

Iso be compriz'd in one. 


The ſingle boon I would 1 rad 25 
ae ee ff 1 
o gaze upon thy bloody feat F 
In ſad Uemane's tr 


I we]; 


There, muſington er 
I always would remam: * 1204 77 
Or but to Calvary remove, ed | 


i} 43 


Which finiſn'd allthy pain. 
[ | For this one favor oft I've fought 3. 


1 And, if this one be giv'n, * 7 5 
1 I aſk on earttno happier lot; Gd bak {ite 7 
| No happier t an hea-w n. 


CXCIV.. L. MI. — 
A Soul melted with Redeeming Lhe. 


JA HEN cw mp on my Beloved I: gaze, 

VV So dazzling his beauties appear, 
His charms ſo tranſcendently blaze, 

— I he _ CY IS) bear! 8 


When from my own vileneſs I turn 
To Jeſus, expos'd on the tree, 
Wich ſhame and with wonder L Burn, 
To think what he fuffer d for me. 


My fins, oh how: dlaele they appear, 5 
When in that dear boſom: they. — 

Thoſe ſins were the nails and the ſpear 

That wounded histhands and his feet. 


Twas juſtice that wreath d for bis head | 
The thorns that encireled it enn. | 
The temples, Immanuel, bled, - | 
That mine might, win glory bee | 


The wonderful love of his heart, 
Where he has recorded my name, 

On earth can be: known but in part, 
Heav'n only can bear the full Ban. 


| wa 1 


In rivers of ſorrow it flv l,, in 11 FO 


And flow'd in thoſe ers for-me ; 


_ - 


My ſoul is both happy and ger 
EO * -M., WapTssH.., 


Panting after Gad. * 
Y God, \my 1 3 
To thee, 4 thee I call; .. 


I cannot live if thou r Ae 
For thou art all i in afl. 


My fins are all drown'd in his blood; 


of a4 
Thy ſhining: es else . 5 . 5 
This dungeon where I dwell z * 

Tis paradife When thou art here; [1 5.1. 
If thou depart, tis hell. 


The ſmilings of hy fac, .; 7 
How amiable they are? 1 d #4 


'Tis heav'n to reſt in thine embrice, - 5 KITE 


And no where elſe but nn 


44 
. PE: 
0 Qf ktite * . ? —_— 211; Leek 


To thee X and thee alone, 


The angels owe their bliſs ; | M nod 


They ſit around thy rele; hs 
And dwellwhere- | s is. t ˖ 
lit Unt! E „ 3108 

Not all the harps abore el ist 2s; 
Can make aiheavindy, place, | 
11 God his reſidence remove, 


Or but conoeal his fade. as Fi Off 1 


Nor e We the ay. the ds (51 
Can one delight.affard.; 


No, not a drop of real joy | on 
Wikour uy prefente, ben. 


. 
Thou art the fea of lobe, 
Where all my pleaſures roll, 


The circle where my — move, 
And centre of my ſo s 


cxcvi. Malene r.. TFaweirr. | 
Gf dur, yet hoping. 217 


N ſoul, what means this be | 
 Whereloek art thou thus caſt down : | 
Let thy griefs be turn d to gladneſs, 
Bid thy + gs aber: TP 
Look to Jeſus, ! WH 
And rejoice in his. San name. * 


What tho' ſatan's ſtrong * 
Vex and teize thee, day by day ? 2 wo 
And thy ſinful inclinations ' 1 

Often fill thee with diſmay 'Y | 
Thou ſhalt conquer, .. 
Thro' the Lamb's redeeming blood. 


Tho ten thouſand ills beſet thee. 
From without, and from within; 
Jeſus ſaith, he'll ne'er forget thee, 
But will ſave from hell and ſin: 
He is faithful, de e Boi 
To perform | his gracious word. Bats +: Lig 


Tho diſtreſſes now attend thee, 0 05 
And thou tread'ſt the thorny road; | 
His right hand ſhall ſtill defend thee, / » 
Soon he'll bring thee home to n. tis 2 
Therefore praiſe him 


Praiſe the W ume. 


1 1 1. 


O that I could b all e ao, 
| Like the heav'rily hoſt; 
Who for ever how before him, ,. " 
And unceaſing fing his.) love: 
Happy ſongſters s: 17 
When ſhall I your chorus join? 475 


„Aen. C. M. e vt by TorLavy. 
„„ . Experience. oe 


465755 N 


WI AT diff rent pow'rs of grace and ſin 


Attend our mortal ſtate ! 
I hate the thoughts that work e A ＋ 
And do the works I hate. Wo 


Now I complain, and £ groan, and die, PS, 
| While in and ſatan reign : T 
Now riſe my ſongs of triumph 5 
For grace prevails again. 


So darkneſs ſtruggles wk e 2 . 
Till perfect day ariſe: ö 
Water and fire maintain the ficht; 
Until the weaker ** t 3b rn by if. 


Yet, Lord, whate's er is for ear'd, 5 12 8 


This thought i is 15 re 
That Aer ol wr 


Its various weakneſs knows. {4 


Thou view'ſt u us, with a pitying eye, 
While ſtruggling with our ſoad: 


in ains and danger {bar art 
ur Father, and ae God, "Ob. 


Supported by thy changeleſs loves! 8 
We tend to realms of peace; 4 


on 


{ 180 '] 
| Where ev 'ry ſorrow ſhall remove, 
And 825 ry fin ſhall ceaſe. . Fiat Pod 2 K, 
The more my fre — 
* more 1 toll Net ed 1 
he more thy grace is Gong e ec 
| Which half the vic iy give n 
ER 


cxcvil. . . New rox. 


{ „ 
T4 ; 
= F 


$i! it 8TH 15.21 RD I 17 F.y 
* 93634 un. m4 310 g. FF 4 "i 
TNGERTAIN How: the'way to find 

, Which to falration led: | 


* fear d that 1 hom tore 74 


For I was ſtupig, dead, and c a, 
Had 255 not ſong. Je 


The Lord my lab'ring heart ae, 
And made my burden ligt; Hit; 
Then for a 3 I believ d,. 

Suppo a Ut ras 5 right. . p e 7 2 EF: 
Of 3 eber ald, N 11 
Of anguiſh and diſmay; 
 Thro' what diſtreſſes they 20 walk d; 


Before they found the way wy: 


Ah! then th hopes were valny 
5 I RE 51171 


1 wiſh'd far all my ſears * 
To make me more Het £4 


ia 1 
I had my wiſh, the Lord diſclos'd | 
The evilsof my heart; 


And left my naked ſoul exp d 
To ſatan's flaming dart. 


Alas ! * I now, muſt give it up, 

[ cry'd in deep deſpair ' 
How could I dream of drawing hope, 
From what I cannot bear. 


Again my Savior, brought me aid, 
And when he ſet me free, 
„ Truſt ſimply en my word,“ he ſaid 
* And leave the reſt to me.“ . 


cxcix. L. M. Cowres.. 
"Beijening and Doubting, 


Vun . long has veil'd my mind, 
nd ſmiling day once. more 1 8 | 
| Then, my [Hi oa ne then I find 8 5 
The folly of my doubts and fears. 


I chide my unbelieving heart, 
And bluſh that I ſhould ever he 
Thus prone to act ſo baſe a part, 10 
Or harbor dne hard thought of- thee! 


O! let me then at length be taught 5 
(What I am till fo flow to learn) A 
That God is Love, and changes not, 
Nor knows the ſhadow of a turn, Bo, 


[ 


Sweet truth, and ealy, to repea at! 3 
But when my faith is ſharply try d, 110 

I find myſelf a Murder yet, a 2 8 . 
. weak, 485 lige. 


{ 18e 


But, 0 my Lord, one look from thee 

Subdues the diſobedient will; 

Drives doubt, aud diſdontent ay, | 
And thy rebellious warm is ſtill. 


Thou art as veady to forgive, 
As I am ready to repine; . | 
Thou, therefore all the praiſe receive, 
Be acne, and ſeff-abhorrence, mine, 


. 'C: M. Evans Col. 


Hhfencefrom Ged. 


THOU, whoſe tender mercy hears 
Contrition's humble ſigh 7 
Whoſe hand, indulgent, wipes the tears 


From ſorrow's weeping eye; 


. See! low before e grace, 
A wretched wand rer mourn; 

Haſt thou not bid me ſeck thy face ; 3 
Haſt thou not ſaid, return ? 


And ſhall my guilty fears 
0 drive wer frdky 95 K r 


O Tü this — 5 whe 
s only ſa CM. 


Abſent from thee, 2 8 my light, 
Without one 


Through dangers, ſear Waal, gloomy . 
How deſolate my way 


L t | 


0 ERIE: 


With beams of mercy ſhine ; 


And let thy healing voice imgart 7 | 
A taſte of joys due. . 


1 18g 1 
Thy preſence only cat beffow * 
Delights which never eloy: 
he this my ſolace, here below, 
And my eternal joy. 


CC M. Haxx, altered. 
e Stony Heart lumimed. 
Al, for a beam of heav'nly day | 
| To melt this ſtubborn ſtone away: 


| 
And thaw, with rays of love divine j 
This heart, this ftozet heart of mine. | 


The rocks can rend; the earth can quake; | 
The feas can roary the mountains ſhake ; | 
Of feeling, all things ſhew ſome ſign, 4 


But this obdurate heart of mine 


Too hear the ſorrows thou haſt felt, = 

Dear Lord, an adamant would melt! |} 
But I can read each moving line, - 
And nothing move this heart of mite? 

Thy judgments too unmoy'd I hear, 
(Amazing thought!) which devils fear ; 
Goodneſs and wrath in van combine, 
To ſtir this ſtupid heart of mine! 


But ſomething yet can do the deed, 

And that dear ſomething much I need 
Thy Spirit can from droſs refine, 

And move and melt this heart of mine. 


On me let ſtreams of merey toll 
8 QQ 


1 184 ] 
And thaw, with rays of love divine- 


y | his — this frozen heart of mine. 


cc. C. M. Hoskixs. 
A Believer's Complaint. 


A my Lord my Love is gone, 
My Savior hides his face, 
And J am left to walk alone, 
In this dark wilderneſs. 


Once I enjoy'd his precious love : 
How ſweetly did he ſmile ! 

But Oh! how painful his remove! 

And whata tedious while! 


In vain II read, in vain ! pray, 
Or hear ſalvation's word, 


Unleſs a ſoul-reviving ray 


Beam from my glorious . 
Yet would I truſt i in him that 00 41 


For Jeſus is his name: 


Vet would I in his grace conſide, 
For he is ſtill the ſame. 


If once his grace renews the heart, 

| Jeſus will there remain: 
He cannot finally depart, 

But muſt return again. 


Then „ deareſt Lad. teach me 10 wait 

Thy own appointed time, 

Oh! change my captive. n 
And witneſs thou art mine. vi 
EI 


—— 185 1: 
CCIII. L. M. Hosrins. 4 nos! 
4 Proper. . 140 4 19) 


AVIOR of ſinners, deign to ſhine 
On this benighted ſoul of mine; 

© ſhew my wand'ring feet the way 

That leads to realms of endleſs day. 


| Reveal the path of life and peace; 
The road to pure and pet fect bliſs : 
| Guide a poor pilgrim. ſafely home; 
Be thou my ſhield and conſtant ſun. 


Thro all the dangers of the night, 

Day ſtar, ariſe, and give me light; 
Shine with the beams of brighteſt grace 
Till T behold thy cloudleſs face. 


Midſt all the dangers that await | 
My preſent militant eſtate, 
Be thou, dear Jeſus ever near, 


My ſoul to keep, my heart to cher. 


And when I ſhall reſign my breath, 
And walk the gloomy vale of death, 
Then may I find the Lord my ſtay, 
And thence to glory wing my way. 


CCIV. Sevens. Hazzt5ov. 
I uill not let thee 20 except thou bl o me. 


| ORD, I cannot let thee 8, „„ 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow; W 
Do not turn away thy face.. 
Mine's an * . caſe. 
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Det hon sbs I ear} #7439 
Ah, my Lord, thou know'ſt my name 
Vet the queſtion gives a plen, 

To ſupport my ſyit with thee. . 

Thou didft once 2 wreteh debold, 


In rebellion blindly botd, 


Scorn thy grace, thy power defy, 
That poor rebel, Lord, was I. 


Once a ſinner near deſpair r 
Sought thy merey-ſeat by pray'r ; 

Mercy heard ſet him free, 

Lord, that mercy came to me. 


2 Many days have paſs d fince then, 
Many changes I have ſeen; 
Yet have been upheld till now, 5 
Who could hold me up but chou! | 


Thou haſt kelp'd in ev'ry need, 
This emboldens me to — 
After ſo much merey paſt, 
Canſt thou let me ſink at laſt „ 


No- -I muſt maintain my hold, 
*Tis thy goodneſs makes me bold ; 
I cannodenial take, 


When I plead for Jeſus ſake. _ 
cc. L. M. Nzwrox. 


Prayer anſwered hy Croſſes. 


Aſk'd the Lord that 1 might grow. | 
In faith, and love, and ev ry grace; 
ight more of his ſalvatian know,  . 
And ſeek, more earneſtly, his face. 


[ Þ+ ] 


I hop'&thatin ſame favor't hour, 
At once he'd anſwer my 


And by bis fove's canſiraining pow 5, 
Subdue my fins, and give me reſt. 


Inſtead of this, he made me feel 


The hidden evils of my heart ; 
And let the angry pow” 'rs of hell 
Aſſault my ſoul 1 in ev'ry part. 


Yea more, with his own hand he lem d 
Intent to aggravate my woe 
Croſs'd all the fair deſigns I fchem's ; 


Blaſted my gourds, and laid me low. 


Lord, why is this, 1 trembling ery d, 
Wilt thou pyrſve thy worm to death: 
« "Tis in this way, the Lord reply d, 


„LJ anſwer pray r for grace and faith. 


« Thefe inward trials I employ, 


„From ſelf and 2 ta ſet thee free; z 
« And break thy ſchemes of earthly joy, 


"0 That thou may ſt find thy all in me.” 
Ccvl. c. M. Torxanr's Col. 


75. Believers Requeſt. 


"ATHER, whate'er of earthly bliſs 
Thy ſav'reign will denies, | 
Accepted at thy throne of grace, 
Leet this petition-riſe. | 


a Give mea.celm, athankful heart, 
« From ev'ry murmur -free : 


The bleflings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live ta thee. 
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Let the ſweet hope that thou art mine, 
« My life and death attend; 


«© Thy preſence thro' my journey ine, 
« And crown my e 8 end. 3 


cov. L. M. 
| Another. 


Hou, who for ſinners once wal flain; 


Oacs dead, but now alive again; 
Give me to know, to taſte, to prove, 
The pow'r and ſweetneſs of thy love. 


Give me to feel my fins forgiv'n, 

And know myſelf an heir of heav'n; 

My conſcience ſprinkle with thy blood, 
; Aud fill me with — love of God. 


CCVIIL. 1. M. WArrs' 8 H. 
Publican and Phariſee. 
| B' how; ſinners diſagree 


The publican and phariſce— 
Once doth his righteouſneſs proclaim, 
The other owns his guilt and ſhame: 


The one at humble diſtance ſtands, 

And owns the breach of God's commands; 
The other riſes near the throne, 
And talks of duties he has done. 


| The Lord their diff rent language knows, T% 


And diff 'reat anſwers he beftows: 
The humble ſoul with grace he crowns, 
| Whillt on the proud his anger frowns. 


q? P Gũ—p—Pbn ꝗ“ ² ꝗ « ũ ꝶ——ñæ! . .... — — —ä—4ü—ä— — — 
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cc IX. As the 148th. NEwTON. 


The Beggar. 


NCOURAG'D by thy wes. 
Of promiſe to the poor, 
Behold, a beggar, Lord. 
Waits at thy mercy's door 1 
No hand, no heart, O Lord, but thine 
Can help, or pity wants = mine. - 


I have no Tight to fay, 
T hat though I now am poor, 
Let once there was a day 
When I poſſeſſed more: | 
Thou know'ft that from my very birth 
I've been, the pooreſt wretch « on d Garth, 


Nor can I dare eofels, | 
As beggars often do, 
Though great is my diſtreſs, 
My faults have been but fer: 
If chou "houldit leave my ſoul to ſtatye; "a 
It would be what I well deſerve.” y 1 e 


Though crumbs are much too good 
For ſuch a dogias'T ; 
No leſs than children's 1 
My ſoul can ſatisſy: : EST 
O do nut frown! and bid me go. 
I 'muſt have all thou canft beſtow. 


1996531 1K 1 ö 2 
Nor can I. EN 363 5 . 


hy, bounty to conceal 
From others who like me, 

Their want and hunger feel: 
I'll tell them of +hy'mercy's 
And try to ſend a thouſand more. 


1 i90 | 
CCXx. 12 T. Romeo. 
The Pilgrim ; or, Chri 7 my guide. 


A VIDE mo, O thou great Jehovah | 
Pilgrim thro? this barren land; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty, 
_ Hold me with thy on * hand 5 
Bread of heaven 
Feed me till I want no more. 


| Open thou the cryſtal fountain, | 

Whence the healing ſtreams do flow ; Z 
Let the fiery cloudy pilla r 

Lad me all my. journey thro' « 

Strong Deliv'ser,, 

Be thou ſtill my ſtrength and ſhield. 


oo When I tread the verge of Jordan, 


Bid my anxious fears ſubſide ; 


Death of deaths, and hell's doſtructlon, 8 


Land Jae ſaſe on Canaan's fits. 05 
: Songs ieee 5 5 
Will ] ever 4 to thee. 


ccxl. As the 148th. - B- 
„ Chriftian Soldier. | 


E heav'n · bound Soldiers . t 017 0 
Fight through th — ting 5 
On your great Leader call. . 
And you'll ne'er fight in vain; 3. 
But ſhall proclaim yout Captain's fame, - 
And Joudly ting h his eonqu ring name. 


The troops of hell muſt r 
Before hæaw n glorious: King \ 
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Then on FO arm rely, | 
And he'll dgliv'rance bring; | 
Then yon I proclaim yquricaptain's fame, | 
And loudly ng his congu' ring name. 


May we in ev.ryſtorm 5 
Keep Jeſus ſtill in ſight; 
He will our foes difarmy' 
And put them all to flight; 
Then wa N roclaim our Captain' $ fame, 
And londly fi ng his Ons name. 


May we purſue the fight, 
In Jeſus' (trength alone, 
Till the great Prinee of li 
Gives the eternal erowa; 
Then we'll prackaim our Captain „ fame, 
Aud loudly ling his my ring name... 


CCXIT. 1 5 M. | Warrs'sH. 


The Chri ian Re ace, 


AY: AKE our ſouls, away our fears, 
Let ev'ry tremWing thought be gone 
Awake, and run the heav'nly race 
And put a chearful cν,ñͤ n.. 


True, tis a ſtraight and thorny mad, 
And mortal ſpirits tire and faint; 
But they forget the mighty God, 


Who feeds the Grengib of ev amt. 1 
O mighty God, thy molehleſs poi 3 


Is ever new and eyer young.;, ,- - . 
And firm endures, while, endle fs. years, | 
Their . cucles run, 


* 13 
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F com thee, the overflowing ſpring, 
B-liever's drink a freſh ſupply; 

While ſuch as truſt their native ſtrength, 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 


Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 

_ Oh may we mount to thine abode; 

On wings of love tp Jeſus fly, 
Nor tire amidit the heavily road. 


ccxIII. 7.64 Wuirzriarp 's Col. 
Leaning on, the Bel. ved. . 


TV moſt indulgent Savior, | 
1 long thy love to find, 

To triumph i in thy favor, 

And know thy, Spirit's mind : 
This grace to me be given, 
1 nothing more requeſt; 
J aſk no other heaven, 

Than leaning on thy breaſt. 


The place of John 1 covet, 
More than a ſeraph's throngg 
To reſt on my beloved. 

And breathe my final n: bas 
On thee alone relying, ; 
Io loſe my fin and pain, 
And, on thy boſom dying, 

MI life eternal gain. 


Then 1, with all in glory, 21 


5 Shall thankfully relate, 
Wo Jeſus' loye fo 5 
In this bleſt eontem Ay * OT Ann 
* for ever dwell; | 
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And 135 ſuch conſolation, 
As none e can tell. 


CCXIV. c. M. Srasiz, 


The Chriftian in IMicnion. ; 5 


"LY only centre of my reſt, 
Look down with pitying eye, 


While with r pain oppreſt 5 
t . 


1 breathe the plaintive ſighs - 


Thy gracious preſence, O my God, 
My ev'ry wiſh contains 
With this, beneath, affliction 8 load, 


My heart no more complains. . 


: This can my ev v'ry care controul, 
_ ___ Gildeach dark ſcene with light; f 
This i is the ſunſhine of the ſoul, ': 


Without it all is night. 


MV Lord, my Life, O cheer my bert 


ith thy reviving ray, 
| "A bid theſe mournful ſhades dep 


And bring the dawn of day! 


Oha py ſcenes of pure delight ! IT A 


here thy full beams impart 
Unclouded beauty to — ntl 


And rapture to ade art. 


Her 55 fo in thoſe: faire realms of b, | 


12424 


longs to know ; 
My 25 D in this, eee 


"os can they” reſt _—_ 2, 


= 


And the ſalvation to fuls}, . -., 


Shall perſecution, erdRrefs, 


© 6 


| Lord, ſhall the breathings of my heacr 5 


Aſpire i in vain to thee ?. 


Confirm my hope that where thou a art, | | 
I ſhallFarewer be. 


5 Then ſhall my cheerful] ſpirit {ug 


The darkſome hours away, 


And riſe on faith's expanded: Weg: . 


To ban rh. day. 


CCXV. A. N. Warn H. ; 


The) Perſeruted Chrgftjan. 
The Triumph of Faith. 


 Ghrift + unchangeable Love. „ 1 „. 
HO ſhall the Lord's eled 1 ? 


1 Tis God chat juſtifies their 112 | 
: And mercy, like a mighty *tream, .- 


O er all their ſins divinely rolls. 


Who ſhall adjudge the faints to hell ? 
Tis Chrift that ſuſfer i in rad: 


Beholdi bim riſing from the den d. 


| He lives! he lives, and fits above 


For ever intergeeding chere 


Who ſhall divide, . 3 


Or what ſhouldtempt us . 


Famine, or ſword, or nakedneſs ? 


He that hath 1ov'd us begrs us thio' 


And makes us moxe thay congu oY 


Faith hath an overcoming p , 
It triumphs in the dying hour: 


„ 
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Chriſt i is our ne, our joy, our. Rope; 
Nor can we fink K with ſuch 2 fop. 


Not all that men on earth eam do, 


Nor pow'rs on high, nor . I 


Shall cauſe his mercy. to remove, 


From the dear objects of his love. 
CCXVI. | y # M. Pracock. : 
. $i ering Saint. 


| W HAT reader pit „love and care, 5 
For fuff ring zims dotit - mh wy; 


While they His glorious name con 
Midſt perſecutivn aud diſtreſs. | 


Tho by th' oppreſſor s rod they c mart, 
See the Redeemer ſtill impart 

His conſolations all divine, 1 

With cheerful beams their faces mine. 


Thus Stephen the firſt martyr dies, 

To truth a joyful ſacrifice; 

To vindicate the cauſe of Gal,.: - -- 
He ſeals the goſpel with his blood. 


Lo! on his countenance mY 
Such radiance! as am angel wears; 


Reflected rays: .of — right; - 
Meet the ſpectator s wond'ring fight. 


- Not deathi with'all its dread arrays. . 
| His heav'n-born ſoul could e er Aimay; 3 
Jeſus the ſaint expiring cheers, 


Aren E 56k 


N 2 5 12 we k 


WF... 
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. Behold (he cries) heav'n's gates expand, 


Exalted ſee at God's right hand, 


The Son of Man with glory crown'd, 


And the bright Seraphim around.” 
Thus would the view of Jeſus' face, 


Each fear diſarm, each terror chaſe; 


Thus bleſt with joy we yield our breath, 


Triumphing o'er the monſter, death. 


ccxvli. Sevens. Mozrox' s Col. 
. 572 fed Believer encouraged. 


EEPING faint, no longer mourn; 
Surely Chriſt thy griefs hath borne : - 


Feſus, beſt of Friends, for thee, 
Number'd with tranſgreſſors, ſee! 


He the wine- preſs trod alone--- 
Hear the Man of ſorrows groan! 


Mock'd, and bruis'd, and crown 'd with thorns 


He his Father's abſence mourns. 


All thy fins, when Jeſus bled, 
Met on his devoted head: 


All thy hope on Jeſus place ; Ay 2:5, = 
Plead his promiſe, truſt his grace. 


At his ſeet thy burden lay; 
_ Chriſt ſhall ſmile thy fears away: 


He thy guilt and ſorrow, bore---. 


Weeping ſaint, lament no more. 


Sean. L. M. Nzwrox. | 
8 Another. ey 


ROUGHT. ſafely his hand ti hay far, 8 
Wilt thou, deſpond ing chriſtian, fear ? 
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How canſt thou want, if God gone | 
Or loſe thy way, with fuch a guide $ 


When firſt, before the mergy-ſeat, 9 1455 
Thou didſt, to him thy all 3 : | 
He gave thee warrant, from that hour, 

To truſt his wiſdom, love, and * * 


Did ever trouble yet befall, * 
And God refuſe to hear thy call 7 ' 


Ef 37. Þ 2 
And hath he not his promiſe pts. - 1 85 f 
That thou ſhalt overcome at laſt ? 


| He, who has help'd thee hitherto; bi! 
Will help thee all thy Journey theo! I 
And give thee daily. cauſe to raiſe, 

New eben-ezers to his praiſe. , © 7 0 


ccxix. L. M. JO 


i fff) 5 


The Templed | Believer encouraged. 
TOW let the feeble all de ſtrong, 


And make Jehovah's arm their Nog = 
His ſhield is ſpread ofer ey'ry faint, 
And thus ſupported, who ſhall * 7 


Wbat tho the hoſts of hell engage | - 
With mingletl cruelty and rage T, ET. 4 
A faithful God reſtrains their hands. 
And chains them down in iron bands. Lads. oH 


© Bound by his word, he will diſplay, 
A ſtrength proportion'd to our day 81 „% 
And, when united trials mee, 
Will ſhew a path . Lal 2E hu 
3 Daa 
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Thus far chat promiſe good, 
Which Jeet rie d l Diood . 


Still is he gracious, wiſe, an „ 
And ſtilli in him let Trae! trul 


_—— cœxx. 1 1. diene ca. 


| 4 Progr he Hackfrders.. 


| LD, by backfliters near thy: throne, 

| And make thy lovmp-kindneſs known : 
| Thy ſaving ſtrength, *O*Goll, reftore, | 
| And guard them, that they fall no more. 


| Tho' they have griev'd'thy. ſpirit, Lord, 
* His help and com fort Till afford; 

ö And let, O let baekſlidars trare 

if The wonders of reſtoring g grace. 


| i ſhall they own thy love is dong : 5 


Salvation ſhallheallihairdeng 
And ſouls ſhall bleſs, for 1 1 d, 
The r whoitherr back ings heal d. 


Ii tts 2 i 


cexxi. C. ui. eros, aiim. 
The Chriftian' 5 Privileges. 


= * 


APPY are they tmkokknow be Lon, 
II Wich mbem de deiges to dell. 
| He cheers their! ſpinĩts iby his word; 

i His arm ſupports them well. 


| To ſuch, in : cach dam ing hour, 

il A God of grace is ear; 555 

And as they pleads love diary 
He ſtands 's engag d tochear. 


” 
— — > x CL 
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He ſav'd all thoſe, in ancient days, 
Who truſted in: his name, 
And ſaints can witneſs, to his n 

His love i is ſtilbtkheqaam. 


His panlencefircaters alltheip cares, 
And makes their, burdens light < _ 
A word, froni him, diſpels their'fears, 


And gilts che gloom ning, Le CVS 


Lord, may thy people highly prize 
The tokens of thy love ; 

Till from the church below they riſe, 
To join the church above. 


ccxxlI. S. M. Hosxixs. 


The Chriftian's Defence. 


O How ſecure are thoſe, ; 
That truſt Jehovah's pow'r ! EH 
He guards them from! their num;rous foes, - | | 

And keeps them ev'ry. hour. : | 


On high his children dwell, 
Salvation's their defenee; 
Nor can the wrath of, earth or hell 


_ Fer pluck his people thence. 


Lord, keep my belpleſs ſoul id 8 


From ev 'ry foe andiſear: 
The tumultscof my heart.gontroul, 
And bring ſalvation near. rrp 


Be thou my qhield and tei, 3 
My a 1 when.dangers/Fiſc.: 

| Surround me with, thy Sa and pow 128 
Then take me to the ſkies. 


—— 
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There may + ever praiſe. 
My guardian and my God: 


And worſhip him thro' endleſs days 


Who waſh'd me in his blood. 


CcxxIII. C. M. brag n 155 
. The Chriſtian's 8 fei. 


PIMOVEABLE thy promiſe ſtands, - 


My Lord, my Hope, my Truſt : 
If I am found in Jeſus hands, - 
My ſoul can ne er be loſt. 


| His honor is engag'd to ſave 


The meaneſt of his ſheep: _ 
All that his heav'nly Father gave, 
His hands n keep. 


Nor death nor hell ſhall e' er remove 
His fav rites from his breaſt: 
In the dear boſom of his love 


They muſt for ever reſt. 


Why do I then indulge my fears, 
_ Sufpicions, and complaints? 
Is he a God, and ſhall his grace 


_ Grow weary of his ſaints ? 


Can a kind mother er forget 


The fav 'rite of her heart? | 
And, midſt a thouſand tender thoughts, 
"Her infant have no part? S | 


Yet faith the Lord, ſhou}d nature change, 
And mothers monſters prove; 

Sion ſtill dwells upon the heart 
Of everlaſting Love. 
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CCXXIV. L. M. Fawcerr. 


The Chriftian Remembering all the way the 
| Lord ban id bim, * - 


T*. far my God hath led me on, 

And made his truth and mercy known; 
My hopes and fears alternate riſe, 

And comforts mingle with my ſighs. . 


Thro' this wide widemets l r roam, | 
Far diſtant ſrom my bliſsful home; 
Lord, let thy preſence be my ſtay, 
And guard me in this __ rous e 
tl 

Temptations vy ener, : e 
And ſins and ſnares my peace deſtroy; 
My earthly joys are from me torn, 

And oft an abſent God I mourn. 


My ſoul with various tempeſts toſs d, 
Her hopes o erturn'd, her projets crols ; 4 
Sees ev 17 day ney; ſtraights attend, FS 

And wonders where, the ſcene will end. 


ls this, dear 1 that thorny road, 

Which leads us to the mount of God * 
Are theſe the toils thy people know, - 
While i in the ergo below "I 


Tis even ſo, thy faithful ou 11A 
Doth all thy children's graces prove; 

Tis thus our pride and ſelf muſt fall, 

That Jeſus may be alli in all. 


1 
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— 
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CCXXV. C. M. Doppripcx. 
Sup portin God's Cxuumdur imikæ visto of Death. 
W mine ! the cov'nant of his grace, | 


And ev'ry, promiſe mine! 
All ſprang from, evetfaſting love, 
And ſeal'd by blood” divine. 5 


On my unworthy fe eu 


Its bleſſi ings all unite; 
Bleſſings more num rous than the lars, 
More ä more brighr. 


Death, thou may 0 tear this _—Y 
And fink my fainting head, 


And lay my nuag4e-the' <a} 


Among my Rindred — 


$$ 


To break that ſacred reſt, 


Which God's expiring children feel, 


While leauing on, his breaſt, 


24 enlarged ſvul· tou canſt not reach, 
Nor rend from Chriſt awZay; 2 


Tho' o'er my mould' ring duſt thou boaſt. 


The triumphs of a day. 


Tha night is paſt, my mayningdawns 3 | 
efvends, 


My cov'nant 
And wakes that duſt to join my ſoul 
In bliſs that never ends. 5 ( „ 


/ 


T hat cov'nant the laſt accents .. 
Of this poor ſault' ring tongue; 

And that ſhall the firſt notes employ. 
Of my celeſtial ſong. 
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CCXXVI. TL. M. Warrs's E 
Obriſtiant led do Heaven. N 

G. thanks to Gad; he reigns : 


Kind are his thoughts, | his name is Love ; 
His mercy ages paſt have' known; —- = 
And ages E. ty one mall own. 


Let the . of the Lord R 
The wonders of his grace — a f 
 Ifr'el, the nation whom he choke, | 
And reſcu'd from their mighty foes, 


In their diſtreſs to God, th | 
God was their Savior ph Re ot: guide; 3 ; 
He led their march far wand'ci roun 
Twas the right path to Canaan' $ 4 500. 


Thus when our belt releaſe we gain 


From ſin's old yake, and,ſatan:s, * oy 
We have this deſert world to paſs, 


A dang'rous and a der werplepce, 


: He fend and clothes us all the Wa- peg : + 
| He guides our footſteps leſt we ſtray ; 


He guards us wath u pow irful hand, 
And brings us wochen uly land. 


O let the ſaints mickey 3 7 ES 
The truth an — — 15 1 
How great his works ! bow kind üs me 7 
2 ev'ry —_— e his Praiſe. MN 


e 

PUBLIC WORSHIP. 

CCXXVII. 4 As the 148 ch. FxAxc!s. 
o. opening a Place of Worſhip.*/ * 


N ſweet exalted ſtrains 

| The King of glory praiſe ; 

| O''er heaven and earth he reigns, 

if 'Thro' everlaſting days: 5 
0 He, with a word, the — controuls, * 
Suſtains or ſinks the diſtant poles. . 


| To earth he bends his throne, 
His throne of grace divine; 
Wide is his bounty known, 
And wide his glories ſhine: 
Fair Salem, {ill his die —_. 
Is with his ſmiles and preſence 'bleſt. 


Then, King of glory, come, 
And with thy favor crown 
This temple as — dome, 
This people as thy oV: 
Beneath this roof, 0 deign to "xy . 
How Genen dwelt with men below. | 


Here: may. thine" ears W 
Thy people's humble cries, | 
And grateful praiſe aſcend 
All fragrant to the ſkies: _. 4.63. 
Here may thy word melodious — SIT 
And ſpread nn Joys around. 2 


K . 


Here. may th' attentive a. 
Imbibe thy truth and love, 
9 See alſo, 248. 


1 206 
"And eanverts join the ſong i... . 
Of ſeraphim above, 

And willing crowds furround- 'thy board 
With ſacred Joy de fret devon..." 10 N 

- 2111 | GL 11 1. 11 a 
Here, indy: our . 0 M1 5 

And daughters ſound thy praiſe, 
And _ like poliſh'd ſtones, 

1 ong ſuceceding M0 12 W. 
Here, Lord, diſplay thy ae [rok . 
While comes kae and oi 


L 12 22 — 


n 1 Me, Novron: {4 
PR ie Je z 


DE Sheptitrd of thy pebpte/hete; 

II preſence pow dipl;  - 

As thou ha giv'n ap place for, pr Pra r , woh 
So give ug hearts 49 Pray, mY... Cd ric! mop 


Within theſe walls let Hh6ly' peace; 
And love, and concord dwell; 
Here give the troubled e * 


The 'F oundey Wa hea! 2 equi 1% lint ned 
She w us ſome eee want 0 


On N % Pi 


9 


Our faintin to rai : 
And pour hy bie fe 518 | 450 e 2755 
That we may ie el Pe. Kal wo mn 


- And may the r 
Enforc d 1 5585 


Awaken af 
1197 + 21 8 0.3 


To <vme 2811¹7 bh 5 as 03 Ati 14 be. 


mo ne 1 of ellen u 


1100 ? ig ls TT? 24451 
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CCXXIX. C. M. SrzrIE. 
Intreating the Preſence of Chriſt. 


( thou deſire of all thy ſaints, 

Our kumble ſtrains attend, 

While with our praiſes and complaints, 
Low at thy feet we dend. 


- Wh en we thy wond' rous glories hear, 


And all thy ſuff rings trace, 


What ſweetly awful ſcenes appear! 100 


What rich unbounded grace 


How ſhould our ſongs, like thoſe above, 


With warm devation riſe ! 


Ho ſhould our ſouls, on wings os love, 


mn to the ſkies! _ 1 


- 
But ah! the ſong, how. cold it fone?! Ul : 
How languid Uo deſire ! ITY. oh 11-2 


How faint the ſacred paffion got, 


Till eee haart eee e 12175 1 24% 


5 Come Lord, thy. love alone c can 5 0 


In us the heav' 
Then ſhall our r Keul thy pra 


Our hea adore thy name Stn! zn 5 8942 


Dear Saviog let thy gh gr mine, : reg 8 ? 
And fill th y pk n 
Till life, and love, ne Joy ne | 
Aheav rs r! 
Then ſhall our een 3 
Come, great — 


And bring the 015 ith 1805 4 os 
That calls thy Sek home. 


3 
CCXXX. L. M. Warrs, altered. 
Delight in Nonſbip. 


Let our religious hours alone; 
O may our eves our Savior ſee, 
We wait a viſit, Lord, from thee. 


F from our thoughts, vain world be gone, 


O warm our hearts with holy fire, 


And kindle there a pure deſire ; 


Come, our dear Jeſus, from above, 
And feed our fouls with heav'nly Iove. 


The trees of life dtncnal ſtand 


In fragrant rows at thy right hand, 
And in ſweet murmurs by their fide 


Rivers of bliſs perpetual glide. 


O come, and with 4 ſmiling face, 
Come, ſpread the tables of thy grace: 


— 


Bring down a taſte of truth divine, 


And cheer our hearts with ſacred wine. 


Bleſt Jeſus, what delicious fare! 
How ſweet thine entertainments are! 


Never did angels taſte, above, 
Redeeming grace, and dying love. 


Hall, oreat Lumen all divine! 


In thee thy Father's glories ſhine : 


Thou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt One, 


That eyes have ſeen, or angels known! 


Alone, the dreadful whos 20 ran 11 29 
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; enn C. M. Tor rap 5 C. attered. 


Lords Day. © 
HE Lord of Sabbath let us pri, 


I r ar bleſt; 
1. [> 4 apy 0 b nious * 


Employ an endhef; reſt. · 


On this glad day a brighter br 


Of glory was diſplay d, 


By God, th' Etetn word, thay when 
The univerſe was | 


Alone, the wine-preſs trod: 


He dy d and ſuffer” us Man, 


'He riſes as a God. 


He riſes, who redemption weought 
With grief and pain extreme : 


T vas great, ta ſpeak; our fogls, from abe! | 


_ "Twas greaters fe redegan.-+» 


| Lund, ive us all 4 folid hope, 
And fit us to aſcend 


Where congregations ne et . r. 


And ſabbaths ngver end. 


There the redeem' d ſhall ever mY 


But ſing immortal as; 
And ſaints exceed th angelic chqir- 
In wonder, love, and praife. 


err. 8. M. bd 6 
„ Anorber. 1 l 8 


o- DAV the Savior roſe: 
Our Jeſus left the dead; 
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He conquer'd our:tretnendous focs, 
And ſatan captive leck. 


| Rejoice, ye ſons, of G 
Ye heirs of heav'n, rejoice ! 


Sound your Redebmet s love . 
Wich cheerful hearts and voices 


Tell what the:Lord hath done 
For Adam's guilty race 


Sing the bright pales won,” 


And triumph inhisgrace. * 


He left his glorious throne, 
And all the bliſs above, 

To make Jehovah's counſels known : 
The purpoſe of his love. 


For us his life! 'S IE 
For us the law f ful I'd; C 


| On him our loads of guilt were kid; 


We by his ſtripes : are ire heat. 


Ye ſaints, adbre his ne — 

Who hath N n 
Ve ſinners love the blee nig Lamb, | 

And make his/praiſes known. | 


ocxxxIII. S. M. bude Hi. 


as '\ Anather* 


W ſweet 2 of tell, Ho: 
That lay Lord ariſe i 


See a6, cnn, 1105 110 116, wy * 


83 


Pl 
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Welcome to this reviving breaſt, 
And theſe rejoicing eyes | 


Welcome ye ſaints of God, 
To feaſt on Jeſus love; 


Ye happy ſouls, redeem'd by blood, 


Welcome this grace to prove! 


The King himſelf comes. e 
And feaſts his ſaints to-day: ;. 


Here we may fit, and ſee him v0 ? ones 4 | 


 Andlove, and praiſe, and pray 


One day, amidſt the place 
Where my dear Lord is ſeen, 


| Is ſweeter than ten thouſand ys | 


Ok vanity and fin. 


My willing ſoul would flag 
In ſuch a frame as this, 


. And ſweetly ſing herſelf away 


To everlaſting bliſs. . 
| 1 As the 148tb. 
Day Morning. 


Ake, , our drowſy ſouls, 

Shake off each ſlothful had, 

The wonders of this day | 
Our nobleſt ſongs demand. 


Auſpicious morn ! thy bliſsful rays, 
—_ Seraphs hail in ſongs. of penile - 17 17 


At thy approaching dawn, 
RNeluctant death reſignꝰd 
The glorious Prince of life, 
Her dark domains oonfin d. 


4-801 1] 


Th Fe hoſt around him bends ; 
Amidſt their ſhouts, the God aſcends. 


All hail, triumphant Lord, 
Heav'n with hoſannas rings ; 
While earth, in humbler ſtrains 
Thy praiſe reſponſive ſings : 


: Worthy art thou, who once waſt ſlain, 


Through endleſs years to live and reign. 


"> 


Gird on, great God, thy fword, 
| Aſcend thy conqu'ring carr, 
While juſtice, truth, and love 

Maintain the glorious war. 


| Victorious thou thy foes ſhall tread, 
And ſin and hell in triumph lead. 


| Make bare thy potent arm, 
And wing th' unerring dart, 
With ſalutary pangs, 
To each rebellious heart. 
Then dying fouls for life thall ſue, 


Num'rous as drops of morning de w. 


ccxxxv. Sevens. Nxvros, altered, 


Another. TER 


\AFELY through ancther week, 
God has brought us on our way; 
Let us now a bleſſing ſek © 
Waiting in his courts to-day: 
Day of all the week the beſt; 


Emiblem of eternal reſt! 
| While we ſeck ſupplies of grace, % 


Throngh the dear Redeemer” s name, 


[212 ] 


Here we're come thy name to.praile ; © -- 
Let vs feel thy preſence near; 
May thy glory meet our eyes, 
While we in thy bouſe app err; 
Here afford us, Lord, a taſte „ 
Of our everlaiting ſeaſt.. 


May thy goſpet's joyful ! 


Conquer ſinners, comfort ſaints; 
| May the fruits of grace abound ; 


Bring relief for all complaints : 
Thus let all our ſabbaths prove, 
| Till we join the church above. 


CCXXXVI. | S M. TAvTox's Col. 
ä 
JESUS, thou all-ſuſtaining word, 
JM drogping fpyrit's prop 
After Sets Lg 
O when ſhall ] wake up? _ 
Thou, deareſt Lord, thou only art 
Ihe Life, the Truth, the Way; 
Quicken my ſoul, inſtruct my heart, 
My ſinking footiteps rays i: 
5 Of all thou haſt, on earth below, ; 
In heav'n above, to give; | 
Give me thy blefled ſelf to know, 
In theeto walk and live: 


i; 


„„ 1 213 J 
Fill me with all the life of ore, 


In ſacred union join 


Me to thyſelf, and let me · prove 


The fellowſhip d dine. (x + 
The holy interedurle A Long 4 | 
= Between ty tout arid aloe," 4% % 50) 
Enlarge, O Lord, -—— L902 4 


'Lhro' all eternity. _ 


SO LED 
OC XxxxVII. Sevens, © |  Branvonn's cel 
| An, ing Ahn, 


12 m d My, heart 

1d! 8 1 „ 

5 Teach me re, how to fag. . a 7. 
Nun e NE. - 


With my wks 10 begin; 
Save me from the poet of ſin | 


5 Let thy blood, for ſinners ſpilt, 


Keep my conſcience free from guilt : 


As I lay me dn to reſt, 

Let me lean upon. my bakag; WS Os 

Let my foul enjoy = ht; FS 
Keep me ſaſe from dne 


Mil wo Varun 
Let thy love es vi: f 


As my guide, my guad, my ond, 
| Lead me to my journey's cad. 


Shew me what { have to do; | 
Ev'ry hour wf rend ne, IT MET 
Let me live a life of taith ; 1 G 4; 15. 
Let me die "Oy people's death, 1654 


ian} 
 COXXXVIN. C. M. Wars: 
 Heſanna ts Chrift. 25 1 


Hose to our conqu'ring e 


All-hail, Incaznate Lovell 


Ten thouſand thouſand glories wait at: 


To crown thy bead above. Df GET 


Thy via'ries and thy deathleſs Wa, 


1 the wide world ſhliall run; 


And ever laſting ages ſing 


The triumphs thou haſt won. | 
In humble notes our faith ados 85 An 2s Þ 
Tobe great myſterious King; ne 


While angels ftrain their nobler pow rs, 


And ſweep th' immortal * 


ccxxxlx. | Sevens. | Evans's.Col., 
Before Sermon. | 


OD, we come before thee now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow; 
O! do not our ſuit diſdain, | 1 
Shall we ſeek thee, Lord, i in vain Fort EE. 


In thy own appointed wayy y 
Now we ſeek thee, here we ſtay; ; 


Lord, from hence we would not go, 


Lill a bleſſing thou beſtow. 


Send ſome meſſage from. thy word, 
That ma * joy and peace afford; EM 
Loet thy ſp 
Full ſalvation to each heart.. 


irit now impart n 


11686 1 


Grant that all may ſeek and find 

Thee a God ſupremely kind; 

Heal the ſick, the captive free, 

Let us all rejoice in thee. 15 
CCAL. HernsLey T. Tortapy s Col, 


#+ #3 $.-£- 


| Another, "IF 
: Tyanesr Savior, help thy ſervant 


To proclaim thy wonderous love? 
Pour thy grace upon this people, COR 
That thy truth they may approve * 
' Bleſs, O bleſs th em, be 
From thy ſhining courts above. 


: Now thy gracious word invites them 
To partake the goſpel-feaſt: 
; Let thy Spirit ſweetly, 7 wy thern & 


Every ſoul be Jeſus' gueſt 4 „ 
| Oreceive us, 7 Anon ny] 
Let us find thy promis'd WY 
cœxr. Sevens. Hirse Col. 


+ Scheer of gh and pow'r dine, 11 
Deign upon thy trum to ſhine; 
Help thy ſervant to proclam 1 / 
All the glories of thy name: 
_ Satisfy his ſoul's defire, , - 
Touch his lips with holy fire. 


Breathe hy 3. fo ſhall fall 

UnQion ſweet on hinvand all ; 
Till, by odours fcatter'd round, 11 
Chtriſr mſelf be trac d and dend :, 5 


if 2 !] 


| Then ſhall ev'ry raptur d heart,. 
Rich 1 in joy and. piped 25. wager e 
165; l! 75 At 4 li 11 
11: 95106721 [lk en 1 
CCXLIL. "Der Lirmen, | 
r e 
JESUS, our Lord, . 

- Thy name be ador'd ; 

: Forallthe rich bleſſings convey'd by thy word. 
fs ſpirit we trace + > | ge 1 - 1 
Thy wonders of grace, EY 

And cheerfully join 1 in a FOR of ie 75 


The ancient of days 


His glory dſplays, 
And ſhines on his choſen has chere rays 


The trumpet of God. | 1 is 


Is ſounding abroad (LR 


The language of mency, Gai chro” bloog. 


Thrice bapp re they , 7 7 * 
Who hear = Wa : 22 


And ſhare in the bleſhings of this happy day ! 


— arid: nds; 10 10A 
And ſor r departs: ! Vi! ning tors Cl] & | 
Who find his ſalxalion, iqſerih a LEA 
This bleſſing be mine, e 20 88 th e 
Through favor divine: 
But, O my Redeemer the * be thine. ; 
2 ee >} #S yl: 9! WES 
The work ef 2d tow noifie 0 
Thine, thine bei we proiſe 


91000 4d alt; F %y 


; And n. Gee, and tell of y nen. 
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CcxLIII. Helmſley T. Wairzrizrp' . 
5 At Diſmiſſion. 


Lp, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing! - 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace! 
Let us now thy love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph i * redeeming grace. 

O refreſh us! 

Trav'lling through this wilderneſs. 


Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For the goſpel's joyful ſound : 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation 
In ourhearts and lives abound ! 

May thy preſence, | 
With us evermore be found. 


So whene'er the ſignal's given, 
Us from earth to call away ; 
Borne on angels wings to heaven, 

Glad the ſummons to obey, 
May we ever, 7 


Reign with Chriſtin endleſs day. Leal 5us 
_ CCXLIV. 8. 7. Nawron, ane, 
3 Another. 5 9 
AY the grace of Chriſt our 8 21 
May the Father's boundleſs love, 
May the Holy Spirit's ſavour, 
Reſt upon us from above! 
May we feel the bleſſed union 


Twixt believers and the Son! 


May the Spirit's ſweet communion 
_ Makeusperfe&allin Pl n eye 


—— 
OE ELSE) 
. * 


| | GAVE, be pleas'd to meet us here 4 


Here, Lord; thine boly arm reveal: ; 
And may th' awaken'd ſinner feet 


Lead them where living waters flow. 


On give them all one heart and mind! 
Make them affectionate and kind 


F a ſeaſon call'dto part, | B 
Le : 
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CCXLV. L. M. BrAD#0RD, ale red. 
' At Meeting. 


Now may we find and feel thee ne- 


The ſpeaker, Lord, anq hearers bleſs ; 


And crown thy word with great ſycceſs. 


Oft as thy people here may meet, 
To worſhip at thy mercy feat, 
Upon their ſouls vouchſafe to ſhine, 


And fill their hearts with love divine. 


That he, who firſt did wound his heart, 5 


Can health, and peace, and joy impart. 


O, thou dear Shepherd of the ſheep, 1 
Haſt thou not hete a flock to keep? 5 
Teach them the Shepherd's voice to know , 


As all thy ſheep are one in thee, _ - 
Keep them iy peace and unit): 


And may ont conver{ationprove /- | 
The fweet conſtraiaing foree of love? 
May grace reſtrain corruption's pow Z , 
Till fin and ſorrow be no more! 
CCxLVI. Sevens.” HIIIs Col. 


* * 


' „ gry ta caet IRE 
* 4 E 1 #3143 141 4 > 


e Sni, | 


t us now ourſelves commend 
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To the gracious eye and heart ap 21% Uli. 
Of our n Friend. 


3 l 


Jeſus, hear our — pray Cy 5 
Tender Shepherd of th 3 
Let thy merey and iy are 
All our ſouls in faſety keep. IS, 


In thy Qrength may we be firghgs n 
| Sweeten ev'ry croſs and pain : 3 
Give us, if we ive, ere Jong RL 

Here to meet in A Pp 


Then, if thou: thy help afford, 
 Eben-ezers ſhall be xrear'd ; 
And our ſouls ſhall praiſe the Lord, 
| Who our poor petitions heard. 


CcxlvII. E. M. Dovpnrbon. 
| Public Service preceding the Lord 5 Supper... 


Tu E King of heav'n his table ſpreads, 
| And dainties crown the boaxd;  _-- 


Dot paradiſe, with all its j joys, | 


Could ſuch delight afford. 


Pardon and peace to ching men, 

And endleſs life are givnßʒ 
Thro' the rich blood that Jefus bel 
I 0o raiſe the foul to heav . 


ve hungry poor, that lag hve ſtray 4. 
In ſin's dark mazes, come; 

Come, from your moſt obſcure eee, 5 
e 9 71 


, 121 
9 


1 20 }- 
Millions of fouls, i in glory now, 
Were fed, and feaſted here; 


And millions more, ſtill on the way, 
Around the board appear. 


Vet is his houſe and heart ſo large, 
That millions more may come, 


Nor could the whole aſſembled world 


O'er- fill the ſpacious room, 


All things are ready, come away, 


Nor weak excu a frame ; 


Crowd to your places at the feaſt, 


And bleſs the Founder's name. 
; CCXLVIII. C. M. STEELE: 
nder, 


E wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor, : 
Behold a royal feaſt ! | 


Where ; mercy ſpreads her bounteous ſtore, 


For ev'ry willing gueſt. 


See, Jeſus ſtands with open arms; * 


He calls, he bids you come-: 


_ Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms ; 


But ſee, there yet is room--- | 


Room in the Savior's bleeding heart ; ; 


There love and pity meet; 
Nor will he bid the ſoul depart, 
That trembles at his feet. 


O come, and with his 3 taſte 
The bleſſings of his love 
While hope attends the ſweet _ 
Of nobler joys above. 
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| There, with united heart and voice, 
Before th' eternal throne, 


Ten thouſand thouſand fouls rejoice, 
In ecſtaſies unknown. * its 


And yet ten thouſand thouſand more, 

Are welcome ſtill to come ; i 

Ve longing ſouls, the grace adore ; ; 
Approach, there yet is room. 


cœxxIx. Helmſey T: Rivron' : 80 1 
Ano ber. 


Hr the voice of love and mercy 

5 Sounds aloud from Calvary! 

| See ! it rends the rocks afunder, ; 
Shakes the earth, and veils the a = 

« Tr is finiſh d!“ | 7 of 


| Hear the dying Savior cry Li 


It i is finiſh'd! O what 3 
Do theſe charming words afford E 


| Heay' nly bleſſings, without meaſure 


Flow to us from Chriſt the Lord.” 
It is finiſh'd ! | 


Saints, the dying words record. 


Finiſh'd, all the types and W 5 
Ws the ceremonal law! 


Finiſh'd all that God'had promis'd 


Death and hell to more ſhall aue. ; 
It is finiſh'd !' 


Saints, from hence your comfort draw. 


_ Happy ſouls, approach the table, 
Taſte the fou m— food ; 


T's. 


— — 
— 8 


. 
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All on earth, and all in heaven, 5 


| Down to the earth was th 


Then was the try 


* ] 
| Nothing pee ges peu EY HT 


As the Savior' $ ne _ =o 
It is finiſh} + 1 208; 9 105 855 T 
Chriſt has borne the heavy lead. 5 704 


Tune your harps anew, ye ſexaphs, — 
Join to ſing 115 eme; 5 Sit 58 * 


Join to praiſe manuel's . 


Hallelajah ! +4 _ 
Glory t to the bleeding Lamb i 


© "THE DEVIL. -* PE EY J 
VIE tbr gf LET 23:08 £53177 


CCL. . IL. M. Warte. ti ; 29% 


! +.it 203 li: Win 1 9 ev ABLE 


ET mortal tongues (tempt wing: 2; 3] 22 


Ae Ihe wane ON cher nd? 
| Chief gen'ral of th' | - 
And "IE the ) na 1 
: Againſt the mn 4 | bs s 1 
The armies of the Lor © Oh . % 4% 
In vain os rage, in vaitf A N U tt 
Their courage fin] rn ö eee 


Down to the pit his I 


"1% 
of Hu 7 0 
. ful deeps 1775 1 * 


And ſhook the 


Now is tie hour of datknefs paſt, A eke 


Chriſt has aſſum d his reigning pow'r; 
Behold the great accuſer caſt oily. 1 
Down fromthe ſkies, tp riſe no more, 


1 Expreſs their charms, doelare cheir uſe 14 


19 3 


Tu by thy {oth ini mortal Land! 14 

Thine armies tind the tempter: 1 

'T was by thy: agord, avid gow'rfub ny 10 
Theygairdithe) — | 


Rejoice, ye haawins letev'ry ſtae 
Y Shige with mdwgldriesronnd the ſley:; 
_ Saints; whiteyeangihthaheavitdy war, 
Raiſe — on gin 


TBE enn: e 
CCLI. LM; Nel. . 
7H [AT are woſſeſbobs, fame; and: pow'r, 


Wat gold The e has Ira 


And ſeek:withadlefg tails wüde 


That we their r 
Tellus what good they, produce, 
Or what important want fupply? = 


If, wounded with the Teriſedfifin, © 1! 
To them for baader elde beg, fn? / 

Will they reſtore G ace iH (iu n 
And walh our? terns away b! 


Can they celeſtial life iſpi ite . 
Natute with pow Han bee 7 he : 

With pure and ſacaeiqradipopersttire! -i |: 
Our boſoms, mf hs fubdne ? 11 8 


wp hen with the, pungsofodeath we'ſlave, 
And yield all comfens liezevfor loft, '& 


Will they appaut! ob, will they give, # Of 
Kind ſuccour when wenebd ir moll! if? 


8 


— — 
— — 2 — 
r — — 
— — — —— _ — 4 a a : 
v — — —— 8 8 rn — — 0. 
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What will the hypocrite obtain, 


1 $24 J 


When at thi Almighty's awful bar 


To hear our final doom we ſtand; + 


Can they incline the Judge to fan: + 70 2 


Or wreſt the vengeance from his i 
Can they protect us from defpair, 


From thee ein. afuniant bulk, . : 
Crown us with bliſs, and throne us where 


The juſt, in joys immortal well? | 


Sinners, your idols we deſpiſe; - 


If theſe reliefs they cannot grant ; 


Why ſhould we ſuch deluſions prize, 


And on in everlaſting want? 


THE HYPOCRITE, | 
ccLII. Ds M. Hosxixs. 


LI hypocrites attend,, 


And view their awful tate ; : 


Conſider well their latter end, 


Before it be to late. 


Religion s form how vain, 5 
Whilſt we deny its pow-w-rI 


In death's tremendous hour? 


Now he may credit gai 
And in his t and re er $7 


* 


But all his profit will be pain, | 


When God ſhall take his ſoul; 15 


Then, O what dread ſurpriſe, 
What horror and diſmay; 


5 When death ſhall open 2 


And tear his maſk away! 


h 77 


1 225 ] | 
Lord, ſearch, and know my heart, 
And make my ſoul ſincere; 


Bid all hypocriſy depart, | 
And keep my conſcience clear. 


[Wicked Min, fee 294, 395, wg 
THE CHURCH. 8 8 
CCLUII. L. M. Warr P. | 


Chri ft and his Ghurch. 


| Tur King of ſaints, how. fair his face, 
Adorn'd with majeſty and grace! 

He comes with bleſſings fram above, 

And wins the nations by his love. 


At his right hand our eyes behotd 
The Queen array'd in pureſt gold: 
Angels admire her heav'nly dreſs, 
Her robe of perfect righteouſneſs. 


He forms her beauties like his own ; 
He calls and ſeats her near his throne ; 

Fair ſtranger, let thine heart forget 
The idols of thy native ſtate. _ 


So ſhall the King the more rejoice - 
In thee, the fav'rite of his choice; 
Let him be lov'd, and yet ador'd, 
For he's thy Maker and thy Lord. 


O happy hour! when thou ſhalt riſe 
To his fair palace in the {kies, 1 
And all thy ſons (a num rous train) 
Each like a prince in glory reign. 


And rele d with forrows and with ſins, 


This istheſpaiſef Chriſt dur God -A 
Bought with the treuſores of His blood ; L212 


O let my ane en 
goth on ai hears;/apd on'thy band 


e Stronger than death thy love is known, 


To quench a fire ſa much divine. -! | 
But I atm Jester of meat, 25 ? 
O let thy name be e 

Ass a fair ſiguet an my break; | 


„Where fears, and daoitbas can never teme; 
Thy countinancetetme uftem Lerr ab. 
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| 5 et cudleſs-bobors crowh his head; 5 eb 


Let ev'ry age his praiſes ſpreddee 
While we with cheerful ſongs. approve | 
The condeſcenfions of his le., 


- wu Lo- 1 


The Churgf's (Requeſt Fre (Comp. aint. 


[HO i is this fair one in diſtreſs, 
That travels Hom the nde olf S, 


On her beloved Lord ſhe leads? 


And her requeſt and her complain, -- 0 £21 
Is but the voice of er ſaint. 


graven ſtand! /,' 56 
« Seal me upombhine arm, ani π ene a : 
28 That pledge of love f tor ever herr. 304047 


«© Which fladds of vrrath could never drown ; 
% And helb and earth in vain. wrt 


« Leſt it ſhoulcl ftom my Love - 


<« Till thou hit brought nie: td 8 © 


And let ine; 6 Ac 


{ #29. } 


“Come, my Beloved; haſte away, 
Cut ſhort the hours of thy delay ;:- . 

« Fly like a youthful hart or roe 

58a vices YA one oleh: 


CCLY.” L. M. - Warrss H. 
The Church's Beauty in the Eyes-of Chriſt. 


| IND is the ſpeech of Chriſt our Lord, 
Affection ſbunds in evity word; 
Lo, thou art fair my love! che Stiel. 
Not the young doves have fweeter eyes... 


Sweet are thy lips, thy pleaſing voice _ 

« Salutes mine ear with ſacred joys; 
No ſpice ſo much delights the ſmell, . 

Nor milk nor honey taſte fo well. 


„Thou art all fair, my bride, to me; 

I can behold no ſpot in the... 
What mighiy wonders love performs; 
To put a comlinefs gn wotms! 


| Defil'd and -vathſame'tswe'ate, -! 
le makes us White, and calls us fair; 
Adorns us with that heav'nly dreſs, 
His graecs and his tigireouſneſs. 


„My ſiſter, and my ſpouſe, (he cries,) 

Bound to my heart by various ties, 

« Thy pow 'rful love my heart detains a 

a HIS» 
He calls us from the lebpards den, 

From is endo world af beaſts and men, 
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To Sion, where his glories are ; 
Not Lebanon i is N ſo fair. 


Nor dens of prey, nor flow! ry plains, 5 
Nor earthly joys, nor earthly pains, 
Shall hold our feet, or force our — 
When Chriſt invites our ſouls away. 


ccLvl. L. M. Warrr $ n. 
The Love of Gbr t to the "+ wa 
Now: in the gall'ries of his grace 


Appears the King, and thus he ſays, 


« How fair my ſaints are in my ſight ! 
My love! how pleaſant for —_ 


Kind is thy language, Sov'reign Lord, 
There's heav'nly grace in every word! 1 
From that dear mouth a ſtream divine 
_ Flows ſweeter than the choiceſt wine. 
Such wond'rous love awakes the lip 

Of ſaints that were a{moſt aſleep, 


To ſpeak the praiſes of thy name, 
And make our cold affections flame. 


Theſe are the joys be lets us now; 55 
In fields and villages belor 
Gives us a reliſh of his love, 
hut keeps his nobleſt feaſt above. 


In Paradife, within the gates, ; - = 


An higher entertainment waits ; 
Fruits new. and old laid up in ſtore, 
Where we ſhall feed, and want no mores: 
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CCLVII. L. M. Warrs's H. 
Chriſt appearing to his Church, &c. 


1 voice of my Beloved ſounds 


Over the rocks and riſing grounds; 
O'er hills of guilt, and ſeas of grief, 
He leaps, be flies to my relief. 


Now, thro! the veil of fleſh, I ſee. 
With eyes of love he looks at me; 


Nov in the goſpel's cleareſt glaſs 
He ſhews the beauties of his face. 


_ ** Riſe, (ſaith my Lord,) make haſte away; 
No mortal joys are worth thy ſtay. 


The Jewiſh wintry ſtate is gone, 
The miſts are fled, the ſpring comes on; 


« Thi immortal Vine of heavenly root, 
_ «© Bloſſoms and buds, and gives her fruit.” 


Our ſouls rejoice and bleſs the Vine. 


And when we hear our Jeſus ſay, 


Our hearts would fain out fly the wind, 


Gently he draws my heart along, | 
Both with his beauties and his tongue; 


«© The ſacred Turtle-Dove we hear 
*« Proclaim the new, the joyful year. 


Lo, we are come to taſte the wine; 


% Riſe up my love, make haſte away!“ 


And leave all earthly joys behind. 
CCLVIII. L. M. Warrs'sP. 
God's protection of his Church. 
12 Zion in her King rejoice, 

Lt Tho' Tyrants 3 riſe ; 


"» 
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He utters his almighty voice, 
The nations melt, the tumult dies. 


The Lord of old for Jacob fought, 
And Jacod's God is ſtill our aid 

Behold the works his hand has wrought, - 
What deſolations he has made. 


From ſea to ſea, thro' all the ſhores, 
He makes the noiſe of battle ceaſe ; 
When from on high his thunder roars, 
He awes the trembling world to peace. 


He breaks the boy, he cuts the ſpear "I 
Chariots he burns with heav'nly flame : 
* ſilence all rhe earth and hear 
I he ſound and glory of his name. 
ge ſtill, and learn that I am God; 
1 de exalted oer the lands: 
I will be known and fear d abroad, 
Fut till my throne in Zion ſtands. 
O Lord of hoſts, almighty King! 
While we ſo near thy preſence dwell, 
Our faith ſhall fit ſecure and fing 
Defiance to the gates of hell. 
_ CCLIX. C. M. Nzwrox. 
3 De City of Zion 
F7 ION's a city built of God 
How glorious is the place 
The Savior there hath his abode ; 
here ſaints behold his face. 
Firm againſt ev'ry adverſe thock 
Its mighty bulwarks prove; 
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Fix'd on an everlaftins rock, 
And wall'd around with love. 


There all the fruits. of glory grow, 
And joys that never die; | 
There {treams of endleſs pleafure flow, 

The ſoul to ſatisfſ. 


Come, ſet your faces Zion-warxd j 
The ſacred road enquire ; 

And may an union to the Lord 

Become your on deſire. 


The goſpel ſhines wich cleareſt light ; 4 
No longer, then, delay 2: 1 
The Lord; himſelf. ſhall guide you right, | 
And Jeſus1 is the Way. | 7 


CCLX. C. M. | RieyoN's Sd. 


J. an Ex perience Meeting. 


| E 8 joy inheav'n, and joy on earth, 
1 When Prodigals return, 
Whene'er deſponding ſouls rejoice, 

And haughty linners mourn. 


«© Come ſaints, ME hear what God hath done, 
Is a reviving ſound : 1 

O may it ſpread from ſea to ſea,' 1 
E'en all the globe around. 5 


ls - Often, O ſov'reign Lord, renew 
The wonders of this day; 
That Jeſus here may ſee his ſeed, 
And ſatan loſe his * . 


1 * 1 
Great God, the work is all thine own, 
Thine be the praiſes too, 
Let ev'ry heart and ev'ry tongue 
Give thee the glory due. 


Eee Hoskixs. 
On the admiſſion of Members. 


1 our Redeemer's praiſe . 
: Ye ſaints, your tongues employ, 
To him aloud your voices raiſe, 

And tell the Church your joy. 


The God that made your frame, 
And guards your fleeting hours, 
Expects that you his love proclaim 
With all your nobleſt pow'rs. 


He choſe you in his Son, 

E. er time began its rounds, 

And notwithſtanding all you've done, 
Your life with mercy crowns. 


He call'd you by his grace, 
When in deſtruction's road, 
Inclin'd your hearts to ſeek his face, 
And plead his pard' ning blood. 


The dear Redeemer brought 

His great ſalvation near, 1 
And now your hearts and lips are taught 

His goodneſs to declare.--- 


Dear Lord, accept the praiſe 

We offer to thy name, 
And let the remnant of our days 

Thy wonderous love proclaim. 


OE. Le 
CCLXII, 8. 75. Raprorp's Col. 
Mãłze Deſtitute of a Miniſter. 


APPY ſoul, who hears and follows 

Jeſus ſpeaking in his word ! 

Paul, and Cephas, and Apollos, 
All are his in Chriſt the Lord. 

_ Ev'ry ſtate, howe'er diſtrefling, 
Shall be profit in the eng; 
Ev'ry ordinance a bleſſing; 
Ev'ry providence a friend. 


Chriſtians, do you want a teacher, 
Jelper, counſellor, and guide? 
Mould you finda proper preacher? 
Ak your God, and he'll provide. 

Build on no man's parts or merit; 

But obſerve the goſpel plan: 
Jeſus ſends his Holy A 

And the Spirit ſends the man.--- 


Bleſs, dear Lord, each lab'ring ſervant ; 
Bleſs the work they undertake; 

Make them able, faithful, fervent ; 

Bleſs them for thy church's ſake. 

All things for our good are given, 
Comforts, croſſes, ſtaffs, or rods -: 

All is ours in earth and heaven; _ 

Me are Chriſt's, and Chriſt is God's. 


- CCLXIII. Sevens Braproep's Col. 

An Ordination Hynn. ” 

. you win a ſoul to Gd? 
Tell him of the Savior's blood; 
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Say how Jeſus bowels move; 
Tell him of redeeming love. 


Tell him how the ſtreams did gude | 
From his hands, his feet, and ſide ; 
How his head with thorns was crown'd, 
And his heart in ſorrow drown'd. 


Tell him how he ſuffer'd death, 
_ Freely yielded up his breath, 
Dy'd, and roſe to intercede 
As our High Prieſt and our Head. 


Tell him that tas ſov' reign grace 
Wrought on you to ſeek his face, 
Made you chooſe the better part, 
Brought ſalvation to your . 5 


Tell him of that liberty 

Where with Jeſus makes us free 'Þ 
Sweetly ſpeak of ſins forgiv' W 
Earneſ 2 the joys of heav n. 


cclLxXIV. 8 Braprozp's Col. 


On ſending 2 Bruther. into the Mi n fry. ---Op | 
ending a Mif bonary &c. 


ERALD of the King of kings 


Preach the peace the goſpel brings ; ; 
Loud extol th' incarnate 05, 


Preach the virtue of his blood. 


Celebrate with eviry breath 

| Jeſus' meritorious death ; 3 
Praiſe the ſaints' unſpotted ebe, 
_ Chriſt's imputed . | 
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Speak of free electing grace, 
Shining in Immanuel's face; 


Speak of Jeſus' ſaving name, 
Which for ever is the ſame. 


And may we in prayers join, 
Blefling, praiſing love divine; 
Never be aſham d to tell | 
Chriſt hath ſav'd our ſouls from hell, 


| CCLXY. * .C, M. Rieeon' S Sel. | 
The Increaſe of the Church promiſed and pleaded. 


ATHER, is not thy promiſe * 
To thine exalted Son, 
That thro' the nations of the earth 
Thy word of life ſhall run? 


« Aſk, and. give the heathen lands 

. Fer thine inheritance, 1 

And to the world's remoteſt ſhores 
Thine empire ſhall advance.” 


Haſt thou not ſaid Neb Jews 
Shall their Redeemer own; | 
While Gentiles to his ſtandard crowd, 

And bow before his throne et 


Are not all kingdoms, tribes, and tongues, 
Under th' expanſe of heav'n, 

To the dominion of thy Son, 
Without excepiion givin? 


3 eaſt to weſt, from north to ſouth, 
Then be his name ador di! 
Europe, with all thy millions, ſhou!, 


Hoſannahs to thy Lord! 
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7 Aſia and Africa, reſound _ 
From ſhore to ſhore his fame; 

And thou, America, in fongs © 
Redeeming love proclaim ! 


CES BAPTISM. © 
CCLXVI. As the old 114th. 
Chrift baptized in Jordan. 
I ne - _ the — ſtands, 
The Son of God the n 8 
Nor dares the holy man refuſe: 


Jeſus deſdends beneath the wave, 
"The emblem of his future grave. 


Wonder ye heav'ns! your Maker lies 

In deeps conceal'd from human view; 
Ye ſaints behold him fink and riſe, 

A fit example thus for you : | 

The ſacred record, while you read, 

Calls you to imitate the deed. 


; But lo ! from yonder op'ning ſkies, 
What beams of dazling glory ſpread ! 
Dove-like the Eternal Spirit flies, 
And lights on the Redeemer's head; 
Amaz'd they ſee the Pow'r divine, 
Around the Savior's temples ſhine. 


hut hark, my ſoul hark and adore! 

Ti What 1 are thoſe that roll along, 

Not like loud Sinai's awful roar, 

hut ſoft and ſweet as Gabriel's ſong ! 
This is my well-beloved Son, 

Il ſee well pleas'd what he hath done.” 
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| Thus the Eternal Father ſpoke, | 

Who ſhakes creation with a nod; 

 Thro' parting ſkies the accents broke, 
And bid us hear the Son of God: 

O hear the awful word to-day, 

Hear all ye nations and obey. 


| CCLAVIL. L. M. Pracock 
Chrift's commiſſion to his Apoſtles. 


HEN Jeſus roſe and left the dead, 
To his Apoſtles thus he ſaid ;--- 


All power to me in earth and bea n, 


« Is by ſupreme commiſſi on giv Ne 


* Go, ſpread my goſpel” s heav 'oly light, 

© And all the nations profelyte; _ 
„Let the whole earth the tidings hear; 

1 Regions and kingdoms far and near. 


To them the great ſalvation preach, 
To them my laws and doctfine teach; 
« And they who in my name believe, 
« Shall everlaſting life receive. 


„The name of the great ſacred. Three, 
% Pronounc'd on the baptiz'd ſhall be; 
4 But wrath and condemnation lies | 
* On thoſe who dare my grace deſpiſe. 


 CCLXVIIL. L. M. Gazcs.” 


Nat aſhamed of Chriſt. 


TESUS! and ſhall it ever be 
A mortal man aſham'd of thee! 
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Aſham'd of thee, whom angels praiſe, 


Whole glories ſhine thro' endleſs days. 


Aſham'd of Jeſus ! ſooner far 
Let evening bluſh to own a ſtar; 
He ſheds the beams of light divine, 
O'er this benighted ſoul of mine. 


Aſham'd of Jeſus ! ;uft as ſon 
Let midnight be aſham'd of noon ; 
Tis midnight with my ſoul till he, 
Bright morning - tar bids darkneſs flee. 
Jl 
Aſham'd of Jeſus!: 1 F lend MY 
On whom my hopes of heav'n depend! 
No; when I bluſh---be this my ſhame, 
That I no more revere his name. | 


8 Aſham' d of Jeſus! yes 1 may, | 
When I've na guilt to waſh; away,. 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 

No fears to quell, no ſoul to ſave. 


Till then---noris my boaſting vain--- 
Till then I boaſt a Savior ſlain! _ 
Ard O may this my glory be, 
That Chriſt is not aſham'd of me! 


CCLXIX. Chatham T. NomuAn. 
Thus it becometh us, Sc. 


bs it became the Prince of grace, 
And thus ſhould all the favor'd race 
High heav'ns command fulfill; 
For that the condeſcending God 1 
Should lead his follow'rs thro! the flood, 
Was Heav' n s eternal wa.” 
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'T is not as led by cuſtom's voice, 
We make theſe ways our favor'd choice, 
And thus with zeal purſue : 
No, heav'n's eternal Sov'reign Lord 


Has, in the precepts of his word, 
Enjoin'd us thus to do. 


And ſhall we ever dare deſpiſe 
The gracious mandate of the ſkies, 
Where condeſcending Heav'n, 
To ſinful man's apoſtate race, 
In matchleſs love and boundleſs grace, 
His will reveal'd has giv'n? 


Thou everlaſting gracious King, 
Aſſiſt us now thy grace to ling, 
- And ſtill direct our way, 
To thoſe bright realms of peace and 0 
Where all th' exulting tribes are bleſs d 
Win one gone choral day. 


CcCLXX. 2 M. Warrs's H. | 
Moſes a Servant---Chr if a Son, 


T* how by Moſes came, 

But peace and truth and love, 

Were aca + by Chriſt (a nodſer name) 
Deſcending from above. 


Amidſt the houſe of God 
Their diff rent works were done; 
. Moſes a faithful ſervant ſtood, 
But Chriſt a faithful Son. 


Then to his new commands 
Be ſtrict obedience paid; 


„ 


O'er all his Father's houſe he ſtands 
The Sov'reign and the Head. 


The man that durſt deſpiſe 

The law that Moſes brought, 
Behold ! how terribly he dies 

For his preſumptuous fault. 


But ſorer veng'ance falls 

On that rebellious race, 

Who hate to hear when Jeſus calls, 
And dare deſpiſe his grace. 


CCLXXI. C. M. Sri. 
T6 Fe eſus, 
ESUS, in thy tranſporting name 
What bliſsful glories riſe! 


Jeſus, the angels ſweeteſt theme ! 
The wonder of the ſkies! | 


Well might the ſkies with wonder view 
A love ſo ſtrange as thine! | 
No thought of angels ever knew 

_ Compaſſion ſo divine! 


leſus, and didſt thou leave the ſky 
For miſeries and woes ? 1 

And didſt thou bleed, and roan and die 

For vile rebellious foes F : 


Victorious love! can language tell 

The wonders of thy pow'r, 
Which conquer'd all. the force of hell, 

In that tremendous hour? 


Js there a heart that will not bend 
To thy divine eontroul ? 
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Deſcend, O ſov'reign love, deſcend 
And melt that ſtubborn. ſoul. 


. 0 may our willing hearts confeſs 
Thy ſweet, thy gentle ſway; 
Glad captives of reſiſtleſs races 


Thy pleaſing rule obey. 


Come deareſt Lord, extend thy "_ 
Till rebels riſe mo more; 

Thy praiſe all nature then ſhall join, 
And heav'n and earth acore. =” 


LORD. SUPPER. 
CCLXXII. Sevens. Hoskins. 


: COLETTE notes let ſaints employ, 5 

= In the worſhip of the Lord; _ 
Sing his praiſe with ſacred joy, 

While ye fit around his board. 


Did the King of glory think, 

On rebellious worms below? 
Snatch us from hell's horrid brink, 
And let allen angels go? 


| Did he take a human form! 5 
Did he viſit Adam's race? 
Was the great Creator born? 
Boundleſs love ! ſurpriſing grace 3 


Did he do his Father's will? 

(And for this the Savior came) 
Did he Sinai's law fulfill ? 

Bleſs, O bleſs Immanuel's name. 


W 3 
2s : 


| 6 
Did he bear ſin's dreadful 3 | 
On high Calv'ry's bloody tree? 


Never was there love ſo great! 


Never was there grace ſo free! 


ccLxxiII. | Chatham * F. G--- M. 


ORD! how delightful * tis to meet, 7 
Around thy table---at thy feet; 
To feet thy quick ning grace: 
Thus to commemorate thy love, 


Anticipate the joys above, 


And view thy lovely face. 


| For ſinners is thy table ſpread, 
What large proviſion haſt thou mad? : 


How rich the ſacre>&food! 
When on our hearts, thy graces ſhine, 


Thy love's remember'd more than wine 


And ev'ry earthly goed. 


O how divinely' fweettoſee, 55 1 
By faith the ſhorteſt glimpſe . — 91 


Our Savior and our Love; 


Loet che fair tokens thou haſt iv n 


Be the ſure pledges of our heay'n, 
And happineſs en 


O if a foretaſte is ſo ſweet: 


A diſtant proſpect ſo replete 


With — 
If now our pow'rs fuch ſ weetneſs prove, 


And thus with ſacred rapture move, 
What muſt a be! 


4 
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CCLXXIV. j M. STEELE. 
Amther. WEE, 

1. Jefus our exalted Lord, : 
(Dear name, by heav'n and earth ador'd !) 


Fain wonld our hearts and voices raiſe 
A chearful fong of ſacred praiſe. 


But all the notes which mortals know, 
Are weak and'languiſhing and low ; 
Far, far above our humble ſongs, 
The theme demands immortal tongues. 


Vet while 5 his board we meet, 
And humbly worſhip at his feet; 
O let our warm affections move 

In glad returns of grateful love! 


. Let faith our feeble ſenſes aid, 
To ſee thy wond'rous love diſplay d, 


Thy broken fleſh, thy bleeding veins, 
Thy dreadful agonizing pains. 


Let humble penitential woe, 
With painful, pleaſing anguiſh flow ; 
And thy forgiving ſmiles impart 
Life, hope, and joy to ev ry heart. 


| CCLXXV. . M. HizL's Col. cured. 
©. Another, 


WE bleſs the Lord who gave this cup, 
This bread to feaſt upon: | 


We bleſs the Lord who yielded up 
His well beloved I 
2 
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| How ſweet the ſtreams.of pleaſure flow, 15 


From this repaſt of love! 


And if ſo ſweet the ſtreams below, 


How ſweet the ſpring above! 


c Tbere ſaints ſhall ſee the lovely face 


Of their forgiving God, 


And ſtand complete in righteouſneſs, 


Waſh'd i in the Savior's blood. 


There ſhall they all 2 to ſin, 


No more remember death, 


: But drink eternal pleaſures in, 


And draw immortal breath. 


- CCLXXVI. C. M. Warrs' H. 


F 


row condeſcending, and how kind 
Was God's eterna Sou t- : 


Our mis'ry reach'd his heav'nly mind, 


And pity brought him down. 


When juſtice, by our ſins provok d, 


Drew forth its awful ſword, 
He gave his ſoul up to the ſtroke 
Without a murm ring word. 


He ſunk beneath our heavy woes, 


To raiſe us to his throne : 


There's not a gift his hand beſtows, 


But coſt his heart a groan. 


This was compaſſ on like a God, 
That when the Savior knew 
The price of pardon was his blood, 


His pity ne'er withdrew. 


oo i, 


Here we receive repeated ſeals , 
Ol ſeſus' dying love; 
Hard is the heart that never feels 
One ſoft affection move! 


Here let our ſouls begin to melt, 
While we his death record; 
And, with our joy for pardon'd guilt, 
' Mourn that we pierc'd the Lord. 


CCLXXVII. s. M. Warrs's H. 
. Another. 

IESUs invites his ſaints 

To meet around his board; 


Here pardon'd rebels ſweetly hold 
Communion with their Lord. 


For food he pives his fleſh, 
And bids us drink his blood; 
Amazing favor! matchleſs grace 
Of our redeeming God! 


Our heav'nly Father calls 
Chriſt and his members one; 
We the dear children of his love, 
And he the firſt-born Son. 
Let all our pow'rs be join'd 
His glorious name to raiſe! 
Let peace and love fill ev'ry mind, 
Andev'ry voice be praiſe. 


CclLxxVIII. 8.7. WAIT ETIEIB's Col. 
Another. | 


OWEET the moments, rich in bleſſing, | 
| Which before the croſs I ſpend ! 5 


— re ws — = 
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Life, and health, and peace poſſeſſing 


From the ſinner's dying Friend. 


Let me ſit for ever viewing 85 


Mercy's ſtreams in ſtreams of blood; 


Precious drops, my ſoul bede wing. 


Plead and prove my peace with God. 


Here it is I find 1 7 5 


While upon the Lamb I gaze; 


Here I ſee my ſins forgiven,; 


Loſt in wonder, love and praiſe. 


May I {till enjoy this feeling, 
In all need to Jefus go, 


Find his blood each day more healing, 


And himſelf more deeply know. 


cclLxxIx. I. M. Haar. 
Another. 


1 ITY a helpleſs ſinner Lord, 


L Who would believe thy n 


But own my heart, (with ſhame and rie 

A ſource of fin and unbelief. 
Lord, in thy houſe I read there's room; 
And, vent' ring hard, behold. I come: 


But can there tell me - can there be 
Amongſt thy ehildren room for me: 


L eat the bread, and drink the wine ; 
But O my ſoul wants more than ſigu 


I faint unleſs I feed on the, ) 
And drink thy blood as ſhed for me. 


„See alſo,. 106, 108, 116, 126, 144, 233, 256, &c, 


| 
/ 
1 
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For inne s, Loyd, thou cam ito bleed ; 
And I'm a ſinner vile indeed: | 


Lord, I believe thy grace is free: . 
0 magnify that grace in me [8 


TIMES and SEASONS. | 
CCLXXX. Sevens, NEwTOx. 
1 s Day. * 


THI LE, with ceaſeleſs courſe, the Sun 
Haſted thro' the former year, 
Many ſouls their race have run; 
Never more to meet us here: 

Fix'd in an eternal ſtate, | 
They have done with all below ; 
We a little longer wait 
But how little, none can know. 


As the winged, arrow flies 
Sfpeedily jzhe mark to find; 
As the lightning from the ſkies 

Darts, and leaves no trace behind; 

Swiftly thus our fleeting days- 

Bear us down life's rapid ſtream: 
Lord, our expectations raiſe- 

All below is bat a dream. 


Thanks for mercies paſt receive; ; 
| Former kindneſſes renew : | 
From this moment may; we liye 
Wich eternity in view: 
Bleſs the word to young, and old : 

Shed abroad x Savior s love; . 
And, when life's ſhort tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above. 


* See alſo, 185, 283. 


B 
| CCLXXXI. | Sevens. - ee, | ; 
„ Spring.“ | 


PrxaNG Spring again is here | 
Trees and fields in bloom appear : 


How the birds, with artleſs la 5. 
Warble their Creator's praiſe ! - 
Where, in winter, all was ſnow, 
Nov the flow'ts in cluſters grow ; 


And the corn, in green array, 


| Promiſes an harveſt-day. 


What a change hath taken place ! \ 
Emblem of the ſpring of grace : 


_ How the ſoul, in winter, mourns, 


Till the Lord, the Sun, returns; 


Till the Spirit s gentle rain 


Bid the heart revive again; 


Then his dews the ſoul refreſh, 
And each grace ſprings forth afreſh. 


_ Chriſtians ſoon ſhall be at home, hs 
Where no changes ever come ; 

Where their ſouls no winter fear, 

Where 'tis ſpring throughout the year : $ 

(Ho unlike this ſtate below, 
Where the ſaints ſuch changes know 95 


There no chilling blaſts annoy, 
All is love, and peace, and joy. 


CCLXXXII. L. M. Srxxlx. 
Minter. 


PRAISE ye the Lord: oh bliſsful theme, 


To ſing the honors of his name! 
'Tis pleafure, tis divine delight, 


And praiſe is lovely in his ſight, 


See alſo, 267+ 
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He fpeaks | ! and wifily from the ſkies 
To earth the ſov'reign mandate flies; 
Obſervant nature hears his word, 

And bows obedient to her Lord. 


Now thick deſcending flakes of ſnow, 
O'er earth, a fleecy mantle throw; 
Now glitt'ring froſt, o er all the plains, 
Extends its univerſal chains. 


At his fierce ſtorms of icy hail, 

The ſhiv'ring pow'rs of nature fail; 
Before his os P what life can ſtand, | 
Unſhelter'd by his guardian hand ? 


He ſpeaks! the ice and ſnow obey, 
And nature's fetters melt away 

| Now vernal gales ſoft riſing blow, 
And murm' ring waters gently flow. a 


But nobler works his grace record, 
To Iſrael he reveals his word; 

To Jacob's happy ſons, alone, 

He makes his ſacred precepts known. 


Such bliſs no other nation ſhares, 
The laws of heav'n are only theirs ; 
Ve favor'd tribes, your voices raiſe, 


And bleſs your God in ſongs of praiſe. 


CCLXXXIII. L. M. Dopprecs. 
. Seaſons crowned with Goodneſs. 


EA Source of ev'ry joy! 
Well may thy praiſe our lips employ, 
While in thy temple we appear 
To hail thee, Sov' _—_ of the year. 


. e 

Wide as the wheels of nature roll, „ 
Thy hand PM and guides the whole! 
The ſun is talight by thee to riſe, 5 
And darkneſs when to veil the ſkies. 


The flow'ry ſpring, at thy command, 
Perfumes the air and paints the land; 
The ſummerrays with vigor 8 
To raiſe the corn and cheer the vine. 
Thy hand, in autumn, richly pours 
Thro' all our coaſt redundant ftores ; 
And winters, ſoften'd. by thy care, 
No more the face of horror wear. 


| Seaſons, and m nths, and weeks, and days 
Demand Nec ſongs of praiſe: 

And be the grateful homage paid. 
With morning light, and evening ſhade, 


Here in thy houſe let incenfe riſe, 
And circling ſabbaths bleis our eyes, 
Till to thole lofty heights we ſoar, | 

Where days and years revolve no more, 


 CCLXXXIV. c. M. Warrs's H 


Fifth of November. 
CION, rejoice, and Judah, ſing, 
The Lord àſſumès his thrbhe ! 


Let Britain own. the. heav'nly King, 
And make his glories known. | 


His pow'r the h hole creation rules, 
And, on the ſtarry ſkies, . 
Sits ſmiling at the weak deſigns, 
His envious foes deviſe. | 
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His feorn derjdes their feeble rage, 
And, with an ful frown, 
Flings vaſt confy on their Plots, 

And ſhakes their Babel down. 


Their dark deſig ns were all rev cal's,- 
Their nen all betray d; 
Praiſe to the Lord, that broke the ſnare 
Their curſed hands had laid. 


In vain the buſy ſons of hell 
Still new rebellians try; 
Their ſouls ſhall pine with envious rage, 
And vex away, and die. 


Almighty grace defends our land 
From their. malicious pow'r; 
Let Britain, with united ſongs, 
Almighty grace adore. } 


CCLXXXV. . Clark's T. Torany" s C. 
For a Public Faſt.” | | 


TESUS, ſin-atoniſ Lamb, 
Thy gracious pity ſhow ; ; 
All the kindneſs off thy name 
t favor Britain, know; 
© VUrter not the awful word, 
And do not, do got, yengeance. take: 


Spare our guilty; nation, fs 
For ty own 1 s lake. 


Worſt of all h- apoſtate tage, | 
Vet liſten tgur cxy: 


Moſt unworthy. ofzhy grace, 5 
Without thy Brace, we die; 


l 
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 Tophet is our juſt reward, 
Yet ſnatch us from the burning lake ; 


Spare our guilty nation, Lord, 


For thy own mercy's ſake. 


Though thy judgments are abroad, 
Let us thy goodneſs prove: 
Save us, O moſt gracious God, 

In honor of thy love! 


1 e thy righteous hand is ſtirr'd, 
Ariſing flow, the earth;to ſhake ; 


Spare our guilty nation, Lord. 
For thy own mercy's ſake, | 


O alarm the ſleeping crowd, 

And fill their ſouls with dread : 

Then avert the low'ring cloud 
Ülmpending o'er our head: 
Turn aſide the hoſtile word, 


And us to thy protection take: 


Spare our guilty nation, Lord, 
For thy own mercy's ſake. 


 CCLXXXVI. c. M. 
W 


V THAT num'tous crimes, increaſing file 


Thro' this apoſtate Iſle !' 


What land fo favor'd of the ſkies! 


And yet what land ſo vile! 


: How chang'd, alas ! are truths divine, | 


For error, guilt, and ſhame ! 


What impious numbers, bold in ſin, 5 


Diſgrace the chriſtian- name! 
„ 
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O turn the nation, mighty Lord, 

By thy converting grace! 
May ev'ry heart receive thy word, a 
And humbly ſeek thy face, | 


Then, ſhould inſulting foes invade, 
The people need not fear ; 
Secure of never-failing aid, 


When God, their God is near. 
CcLXXXVII. 8. en e 0 s Col. | 
For a Time of W 


LTH O' the vine its fruit deny, 
Altho' the olive yield no oil, 
The with'ring fig- tree droop and die, 
The, fields deceive the tiller's toil; 
Altho' the ſtall no herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating race, 
Ye ranſom'd, triumph in the Lord; 
The God of your ſalvation prai e. 


Tho- comfortleſs the ſoul remain, 
And not a ven of light appear ; 
Tho' joy be fought, and fought in vain, 
And tho' deſpair itſelf be near; 
Altho' aſſurance all be loſt, | | 
And blooming hopes cut off they ſee, 
Lord, teach thy people {till to truſt, 
And may they {till rely on thee. 


May ſaints, believing againſt hope, 
An int'reſt in the Savior claim: 

| Jeſus ſhall lift believers up; 

Salvation 1s in Jeſus' name : 


TT 
*Tis he ſhall bring deliv'rance nigh, 


And then dejected ſaints ſhall find, 


When he ſhall lift their comforts high, 
His arm how ftrong, his heart how kind. 


CCLXXXVIIL. L. M. Riveox's Sel. 

5 Deliverances. ” 1 85 

VV HAT hath God wrought! might Ifraet 
| When Jordan roll d its tideaway, [ſay, | 


And gave a paſſage to their bands, 
Safely to march acroſs its ſands. 


| What hath God wrought ! might well be faid, 
When Jeſus, riſing from the dead, 
| Scatter'd the ſhades of pagan night, 


= And bleſs'd the nations with his light. . 


What hath God wrought ! let Britons ſec, 
Freed from the plagues of popery, Nö 
Its tenfold night, its iron chains, NM; 
Its galling yoke, its cruel pains. 


What hath God wrought! in glad ſurpriſe, 
Shall ſound thro! all the earth and ſkies, 
When, like a mill-ſtone in the main, 
Proud Rome ſhall ſink, nor riſe again. 


What hath God wrought ! O bliſsful theme; 
Are we redeem'd, and call'd by him ? 

Shall we be led the deſert thro ?--- 

And ſafe arrive at glory too? 


| The news ſhall ev'ry harp emplay, 

Fill ev'ry tongue with rapt'rous joy ; 

When ſhall we join the heav'nly throng, 
To ſwell the triumph and the ſong! 
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CCLXXXIX. L. M. STEELE. 
Praiſe for national Peace. 


C\REAT Ruler of the earth and ſkies, 
F A word of thy almighty breath 

Can ſink the world, or bid it riſe; 
Thy fmile is life, thy frown is death. 


When angry nations ruſh to arms, 1 
And rage, and noiſe, and tumult reign, 
And war reſounds its dire alarms, i | 
And ſlaughter ſpreads the hoſtile plain; 


Thy ſov'reign eye looks calmly down, 

And marks their courſe, and bounds their 

Thy word the angry nations own, [pow'r; 
And noiſe and war are heard no more. 


Then peace returns with balmy wing, 
Sweet peace, with her what bleſſings fled!) 


| Glad plenty laughs, the vallies fing, 


_ Reviving commerce lifts her head. 


| Thou good, and wiſe, and righteous Lord, 

All moveſubſervient to thy will; 
Both peace and war await thy word, 
And thy ſublime decrees fulfil. 


To thee we pay our grateful ſongs 
© _ Thy kind protection ſtill implore 'K 
O may our hearts, and lives, and tongues, 
Confeſs thy goodneſs and adore. 


* See alſeg 248, 
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TIME axp ETERNITY. 
. C. M. STEELE. 


HW long ſhall earth 8 alluring toys 


Detain our hearts and eyes, 
d fir of immortal joys, 
d ſtrangers to the ſkies ? 


| Theſe tranſient ſcenes will ſoon decay, - 


They fade upon the ſight ; 


And quickly will their brighteſt day 


Be Volt! in endleſs night. 


| Their brighteſt day, alas, how vain! 8 


With con'cious ſighs we own; 


$ While clouds of ſorrow, care _ pain, 


O'erſhade the ſmiling noon. 


O could our thoughts ard Vine fly 


Above theſe gloomy ſhades, 


To thoſe bri ght worlds beyond the ſky, | 


Which ſorrow ne'er invades. 


There j joys unſeen WB mortal eyes, 


Or reaſon's feeble 2 


In ever blooming pro pects riſe, 


Unconſcious of decay. 


Load ſend a bon of light divine, 
To guide our upward.aim | 


Wich onereviving touch of thine, 


Our languid hearts inflame. 


Then ſhall, on faith“ 8 ſublimeſt wing, 


Our ardent wiſhes riſe 
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To thoſe bright ſcenes, where pleaſures ſpring | 
Immortal i in the ſkies. 


CCXCT. C. M. Warrs'sH. 
Another. 


HEEwe ids, eternal Name, = 
And humbly own to thee 1 8 

How feeble is our mortal frame, 

What dying worms are we. 


Our waſting lives grow ſhorter Rill, 
Ass days and months increaſe ; 
And ev'ry beating pulſe we tell 
Leaves but the number leſs. 


The year rolls round, and ſteals away 
The breath that firſt it gave: 


1 Whate' er we do, where'er we be, 


We're trav ling to the grave. 


Dangers ſtand thick, thro! all the ground, 

Too puſh us to the tomb; | 
And fierce diſeaſes wait around, | 

To hurry mortals home. 


Infinite joy, or endleſs woe, 
Attends on ev'ry breath ; 


And yer, how unconcern'd we go 


Upon the brink of death! * 


| Waken, O Lord, our drowſy ſenſe, | 
„To walk this dang' rous road; - 
And, when our ſouls are taken hence, 3 
May they be found with God! wy 
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DEATH AND THE RESURRECTION. | 


CCXCII. Sevens. Braprorp's Col. 


| Bleſſedarethe Dead who die in the Lord. 


I LESSED are the dead who reſt 
On the dear Redeemer's breaſt : 
Peaceful in his arms they lie; 


Happy in their Lord they die. 


Death a meſſenger of peace, 

_ to them a ſweet releaſe ; 
Waſh'd in Chriſt's atoning blood, 
They for ever are with God. 


Nov the ſtorm's for ever o'er ; 

Nou they've gain'd the bliſsful ſhore : 
Sav'd by Jeſus' outſtretch'd hand 
They have reach'd the wiſh'd-for land. 


More than conqu'rors through the Lamb, 
They his victories proclaim; CO 
Caſt their crowns before the throne, 
Sav d by rich free grace alone. 


Loſt in wonder, now they gaze 
On the dear Immanuel's face : 


Like him now---what glory this! 


For they ſee him as he 1s. 


CCXCIII. c. M. Torravr's Col. 
Happineſs of Saints departed.* 


Io happy are the ſouls above, 
4 4 From {in and ſorrow free! 


* See alſo, 181. 
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With Jeſus they are now at reſt, * 
And all his glory fee, 


Worthy the Lamb, aloud they cry, 
That brought us here to God : 

In ceaſeleſs hymns of praiſe they ſhout 
The virtue of his blood. 


Sweet gratitude inſpires their Gs: 
— Ambitious to proclaim, 
Before the Father's awful throne, 


The honours of the Lamb. 


With wond'ring joy they recolle& 
Their fears and dangers p alt; 

And bleſs the wiſdom, pow 'r, and love, 
Which brought them ſaſe at laſt. 


X They follow the exalted Lamb, 


Where'er they ſee him go; 
And at the footſtool ofhis grace 
Their blood-bought Crowns oy. throw. 


Lord, let the merit of thy death, 
To us be like Mie g irn; 5 

And we, with then thout thy praiſe 
Through all the 0 Dol heav'n. 


o. * e 


. mee are d þ IN Jo N K. 
OW will the NS 


In that tremendous d 


When God with his uplifted 1 
Shall drive 1 them far away! 
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Tho' ſinners now are bold, 
And fin with ev'ry breath: 


How will they tremble to behold 
1 meſſenger of death! 


Tho' now they dare Abi 
Salvation's gracious word; 

How will they die! how will of riſe 
And ſtand before the Lord! X 


In ev'ry ſinner's heart 

What horror then muſt dwell ; | 
When God ſhall thunder out * Depart * 

And drive them down 10 hell! 


But righteous ſouls, rejoice ! 
For you have hope in death: 

Shall triumph with your fault'ring voice, 
And your expiring breath! 


The Lord in whom you truſt, 
Will guide you ſafely home: 
Receive your ſouls, preſerve your duſt, 
And both with glory Crown. 


CCXCV. C M. C; of HuNTINGDON ve. 
The R jebteous hath Hope in his Death. 


W HEN langour and diſeaſe invade 
This trembling houſe of clay, 

_ *Tis (weet-to look beyond e. our oO 
And long to fly away. 


Sweet to look inward, and attn g 
The whiſpers of his love; = 

| Sweet to look upward to the place 
Where Jeſus pleads above. 
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Sweet to look back, and ſee my name 
In life's fair book ſet down; 


Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal joys my own. 


Sweet to reflect, how grace divine 
My ſins on Jeſus laid; 
Sweet to remember that his blood 
My debt of ſuff ring paid. 


Sweet in his righteouſneſs to ſtand, 

Which faves from ſecond death ; 
Sweet to experience day by day 
His Spirit's quick'ning breath. 


Sweet on his faithfulneſs to reſt, | 
Whoſe love can never end; 
Sweet on his covenant of grace 
PFor all things to depend. 


Sweet, in the confidence of faith, _ 
To truſt his firm. decrees; - 


FF Sweet to lie paſſive in his hands, 


And know no will but his. 


If ſuch the ſweetneſs of the ſtreams, 
What muſt the Fountain be, | 
Where ſaints and angels draw their 4 5 
_ Immediately from thee ? > | 


CCXCVI. 8. M. TorLapr's Cal. 


Preparatio on for Death. 


REPARE us, gracious God, 
To ſtand before thy face ; 
Thy ſpirit muſt the work perform, 
1: it is all of grace. 
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In Chriſt's obedience clothe, 
And waſh us in his blood: 
So ſhall we liſt our heads with j Joy, 
Among the ſons of God. 


Do thou our ſins ſubdue, 

Thy ſov'reign love make known; 
The ſpirit of our minds renew, 
And fave us in thy Son. 


Let us atteſt thy pow'r, 
Let us thy goodneſs prove, 
Till our full fouls can hold no more 


Of everlaſting love. 
CCXCVII. C: M. Warm 8 H. 
Death and Eternity. 


ITOOP FRETS my thoughts, that uſe to nies | 
| Conwerſe awhile with death: 
Think how a gaſping mortal lies, 
And pants away his breath. 


His quiv'ring lip hangs feebly down, 
His pulſes faint and few; 
Then ſpeechleſs, with a doleful groan, 
He bids the world adieu. 


But, o, the ſoul that never dies 3 
At once it leaves the clay! 
Ye thoughts purſue it whete it flies, 
And track its wond' rous Way. 


Up to the courts u here angels dwell 

[t mounts triumphant there ; 

Or plung'd with devils down to bell, 
mip nlinits deſ pair. 
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And muſt my body faint and die 2 
And muſt this ſoul remove? 


Oh, for ſome guardian angel nigh, 
To bear it ſafe above! 


Jeſus, to thy dear faithful band 
My naked ſoul I truſt, | 
And my fleſh waits for thy command, 
To drop into my duſt. 


CCXCVIII. c. M. Doppripos. 
Comfort under the Loſs of Minifters. * 

Ne let our drooping hearts revive, 
And all our tears be dry ; 


Why ſhould theſe eyes be drown'd in grief, | 
Which view a Savior nigh i ? | 


What though the arm of conqu Ting death N 
Does Gad's own houſe invade? 

What tho' the prophet and the prieſt 

Be number'd with the dead? 


. Tho' earthly ſhepherds dwell in duſt 
Ihe aged and the young, - 
The watchful eye in darkeſs clos d, 
And mute th inſtructive tongue: . 


Th' eternal Shepherd {til ſurvives 
New comfort to impart; | 

His eye ſtill guides us, and his voice 
Still animates our heart. 


„Lo, Iam with you,” ſaith the Lord, 
«« My church {hall ſafe abide ; 
For ] will ne'er forſake my own, 

66 Whoſe fouls in me conlide.““ 


(ro .] 
Thro' ev'ry ſcene of life and death, 
This promiſe is our truſt ; 


And this ſhall be our children' 8 long, . 
When we are cold in duſt. 


e e ee en STENNETT. 
Comfort under the Lofs of a Child. 


N T. life I read, my deareſt Lord, 
With tranſport all divine; | 
Thine Image tracein ev'ry word, 
Thy love in ev ry lines. 


Methinks 1 ſee a thouſand 3 
Spread o'er thy lovely face, 
While Infants in thy tender arms 
Receive the ſmiling grace. 


I take theſe little lambs, ſaid he, 
e And lay them in my breaſt ; 
Protection they ſhall find in me. 
In me be ever bleſt. 


Death may the bands of life 2 
« But can't diſſolve my love: _ 
„ Millions of infant-ſouls compoſe 
The family above. 


Their feeble frames my pow'r ſhall raiſe, 
„ And mould with heav'nly {kill ; 

I' give them tongues to ſing my praiſe, 
And hands to do my will.“ — 


His words the happy parents 8 
And ſhout with joys divine, 
Dear Savior, all we have and are 
Shall be for ever thine. 
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CCC. C. M. Warrss: . 


4 Proſpect ef Heaven mules Death eaſy. 


RE is a land of pure delight, 
Where faints immortal reign; 
Infinite day excludes the-njght, = 
And pleaſures baniſhiparn. 


There ever] f. ngabides 

And never-wl pr flow'rs: 
Death, wks winked Tea, vivides 

| This heav'nly land from ours. 


Sweet fields, beyond the ee loch, 
Stand dreſs d in Tiving green; 

So to the Jews old Canaan ſtocd, 

While Jordan rolled between. 


But tim'rous mortals att and ihr fk, | 
To croſs this natrow fea': 2 
And linger. ffrtw ring om the brit, 


Afraid to kammer Tay. 


Oh! could we find oer Youdts remove, 
| Thoſe gloomy doudits that rife, f 
And ſee the Canaan that * 

With unbeclouded eyes; 


0 we dut ei where Miles vi, 
And view che landſcape der; 


Not Jordan' en death's cold Hood, 
Should fright us from the ſhore. 


"ol 
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 CCCI. C. M. DoppRipox. 
Keſurrection of the Body. 


WI ſhould our mourning 3 de- 

To grovel in the duſt ? [light 

Or why ſhould ſtreams of tears unite 
Around th' expiring juſt er 


Did not the Lord our Saviar die, 

And triumph o'er the grave 3 
Did not the ford aſcend on high, 
And prove his pow'r to ſave ? 


Dot not the ſacred ſ pirit come, 

And dwell in all the ſaints? 

And ſhould the temples of his grace 
Reſound with long complaints? 


Awake, my ſoul, and like the ſun 

Burſt thro'each ſable cloud; i 

And thou, my voice, tho broke with f ighs, 
Tune forth thy ſongs aloud. 


The Spirit rais'd my Savior up, 
When he had bled for me; 

And ſpite of death and hell ſhall raiſe 
Thy pious friends and thee. 


Awake, ye ſaints, that dwell ; in duſt, 

Your hymns of vict'ry ſing; 

And let his dying ſervants truſt 
Their ever- living King. 


See aifo, 225. 
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JUDGMENT ax» HEAVEN. 


cen. Leoni T. | e Cal. 


Circumſtances attending the Coming of — in 
the Day of Judgment. 


A Voice ſhall ſoen be heard; | 

And all mankind attend; 

The great Archangel ſpeaks the word ; 

And time ſhall end: 

The ſolemn day unknown; 

By prophets long foretold ; 

When Jeſns, on his great white throne z ; 
We ſhall behold. 


Then ſhall both great and ſmall 
At his tribunal ſtand : 
For God himſelf ſhall ſend the call 
Thro' ev'ry land: 
The ſeas their dead reſtore; 
The graves obey the call; 
And death and hell 88 before 
The Judge of all. 


Then Adam's num'rous race 
Shall ev'ry one appear 

Before the great Jehovah's face, 

Their doom to hear: 

The books be open'd wide, 

Which all their deeds contain; 

And then ſhall ſinners ſeek to hide 

Themielves in vain. 


Bur manſions are prepur'd 
In Canaan's happy land ; 
TY 


1 
Saints ſhall receive their eat reward 
At God's righit hand: BE 
Then will cheir trials . 
: he weary be at re | 
In the enjoyment: of their Friend | 
For ever bleſt; | 


| With endleſs glory crown vd, 
They'll halldujabs ing; 3 
| And, white their ffowing j Joys. abound, 
They'll bleſs their Kin 
They'll at his footſtbol' fa 
And all their hoſts a 
To praiſe a Triune Ga ho all 
Eternity. _ 


: ccclli. Helmſley Te Newnov, | 


Day of Fudgneat 


D of Judgment, da;, of 8 
; Hark ! the trumpet's as ful ſound, 


Louder than a thouſand thunders, 


Shakes the vaſt creation round! 
How the ſummons 


| Will the ſinner's hean.confound * 


See the judge our nature wearin 
Cloth'd in * divine! 


You who long. for bis 
Then malt. be. mine il 
_ Gracious Savior, | 
_ Own me in that day for thine! 


At his call the dead:awaken,, 
Riſe to life from earth and ſea: 
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All the pow'rs of nature, ſhaken 
By his looks, prepare to flee : * 


Carcleſs ſinner, 


What will then become of thee? 


| Horrors paſt imagination, 

Will ſurprize your trembling heart, 

When you hear your condemnation, 
Hence, accurfed wretch, depart! 

© Thou with Satan 

And his angels, have thy part!” 


But to thoſe who have confeffed, 
Lov'd and fear'd the Lord below; 
He will ſay, Come near, ye bleſſed, 

«« See the kingdom I beſtow ; 


e You for ever 


Shall my love and glory know.“ 


' Upder ſorrows and reproaches | 
May this thought our — il * 
Swiftly God's great day approaches, 


Signs ſhall then n 5 
May we triumph | 
When the world is in a blaze. N 


CCCIV. Helme T: 


Loben with clouds eu, 
Once for . favor'd ſinners ſlan! 
. Countleſs hoſts of ſaints attending, 

Swell the triumph» of, his train 4 
Hallelujah! 


God eternally ee 
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Ev' ry eye ſhall then behold him 

Cloth'd in ſplendid majeſty ; N 
Thoſe who ſet at nought and fold him, 
Thoſe who nail'd him to the tree, 
Sorely wailing, 
Shall the Judge, with terror, ſee. 


When che trum p of God hath ſounded, 

| Heav'n and earth ſhall flee away; 

And the ſinner ſhall, confounded, 
Hear the ſummons of the day : 

Come to judgment; 

« Riſe ye dead, without delay.” 


Then the Savior, long expected, 


Shall in ſolemn pomp appear: 


. All the ſaints, by man rejected, 


Then ſhall meet him in the all --- | 
Great Redeemer, 
For that day our fouls prepare. 


ee. c. M. Mozrox's Col. 


| The dreadful Situation of the Sinner in the Dy 
| of Fudgment. 


: GOON ſhall the Judge of quick and dead 
9 Upon the earth appear; | 
And ſinners, with an awful dread, 

Shall view the judgment near. 


Soon ſhall his foes be cloth'd with ſhame, 
And all their hopes ſhall die; 
For ſoon the trumpet ſhall proclaim 

The King of nations nigh. 


Adieu, the joyous ſinner's mirth ! 
His heart for fear * fail; 
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And all the kindreds of the earth 
In great diſtreſs ſhall wail. | 


Soon ſhall the, ſolemn day commence, 
When all who God forgot | 

Shall call to mountains for defence, 
And mountains hear them not. 


Lord, when the dreadful thunders roll, 
And rocks and mountains flee; _ 


In that great day, O may my ſoul 
Be found ſecur d in thee! 


Cevi. c. M. 
Another. 
1 \ N HERE ſhall the guilty finner fee, 


When nature's mighty frame, 
The pond'rous earth, and air, and fea, 
Shall all diſſolve in flame? 


Amazing day! it comes apace | 
The Judge is haſting down! 
How ſhall the ſinner ſec his face, 

Or ſtand before his frown ?--- 


Lord, let thy mercy find a way 

| To touch the ſtubborn heart ; 
Leit Jeſus, on the judgment-day, 

Should bid the ſoul depart. 


cccvli. S. M. Hoskixs. 
Then ſhall the Righteous ſhine as the Sun, Sc. 2s 


HE ſaints of God whilſt here, 
Are princes in diſguiſe ; 
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Their glory doth not 'yet appear, 
And ſinners them deſpiſe. 


The wicked now oppoſe, 

And treat the ſaints with ſcorn; 
Inward corruptions, outward foes, 

Oft make the righteous mourn. 


But there's a day at hand: 
Les, ſinner, it is near, 

When we muſt all before him ſtand, 
And at his bar appear! 


Soon will the trump of God 
Command the dead to riſe, 

And leave the grave, that dark : abode, | 
To meet him in the ſkies! 


"Then: God his ſaints ſhall own ; 7 
Pben ſhall the right'ous ſhine, 
In licht and luſtre as the ſun: 

In glory all: divine. | 


"ws ſhall they ever reign 

With Chriſt their Lord above; 

To praiſe the Lamb on Calv'ry lain, 
And ſing OS love. 


© > CCVI II. Chatham T.- Rr rows Sei. 


Longing cf a Place at the Right Lend of * 
| Fuge. | 


\ N TH EN thou my meg ſhallcome 
To fetch thy —__ "_ _ 


Shall | among them ſtand ? 


8 
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th -- 
Shall ſuch a worthleſs worm as I, 


W ho ſometimes.am-afraid to. die, 
Be found at thy right hand? 


I love to meet among them now, 
Before thy gracious feet ta bow 
Tho' vileſt of them all; 
But can I bear the * thought? 
What if my name ſhould be left out, 
When thou for them ſhalt call! 


Prevent, prevent it by thy grace; 
Be thou, dear Lord, my hiding place, 
| In this th accepted day.: 
Thy pard'i pkg. ee O let me hear, 
To all. my ſunbelieving fear; 
Nor let, me fall I pray. 


Let me among thy ſaints be found, 

Whene'er thè archangel's trump ſhall ſound, 
To fee thy ſmiling face; 

Then loudeſt of the — I'n ſing, 


While heav'n's reſounding manſions _ 
Wich ſhouta of fov'reign grace. 


' CCEIX, L. M. Warrss H. 
Longing. for Heaven. 


\ESCEND from heav'n, immerra? Dore, 
Stoop down and take us on thy wings, 
| And mount and bear us far above 
The reach of theſe inferior things. 


Beyond, beyond this lower ſky, 


p where eternal ages roll, 
Where ſolid pleaſures never die, 
And fruits 2 . the ſoul. 


: DE 
© for a ſight, a pleaſing light 
Of our Almighty Father's throne! 


There ſits the Savior crown'd with light, 
Cloath'd in a body like our own. 


: Adoring ſaints around him ſtand, 
And thrones and pow'rs before him fall; 
'The God ſhines gracious thro the man, 
And theds ſweet glories on them all! 


O what amazing joys they feel, 

While to their golden harps they ſing, 
And {it on ev'ry heav'nly hill, 

And ſpread the triumphs of their King! 


When ſhall the day, dear Lord, appear 
That we ſhall mount to dwell above, 
And ſtand and bow amongſt them there, 
And view thy face, and "ug thy love ? 


cccx. C. M. STEELE, 


R The promiſed Land: 
F AR from theſe narrow ſcenes of night 
Unboundet glories riſe; 
Andrealms of infinite delight, 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 


There pain and ſickneſs never come, 

And grief no more complains : 
Health triumphs in immortal bloom, 

And endleſs pleature reigns. 


No cloud thoſe bliſsful . know, | 
Forever bright and fair! ä 
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For ſin, the ſource of mortal woe, 
Can never enter there. 


There no alternate night is known, 
Nor ſun's faint ſickly ray; 

But Glory, from the ſacred throne, 
Spreads everlaſting day. 


; © may the heavenly proſpect fire 
Our hearts with ardent love; 

Till wings of faith and ſtrong deſire 
Bear ev ry thought above. 


Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine, 
For thy bright courts on high: 
Then bid our souls riſe up and join 

The chorus of the ſky. 


5 5 el. C. M. | Mon ron's Col. 


H. eaven. 


IN heav'n the dear Redeemer ſits: 
The God, how bright he ſhines? 
And ſcatters i _ | 
On all the happy min 


Seraph's, with elevated ſtrains, 
Circle the throne around ; 


And ſing, and charm the er nly plains 


With an immortal ſound, 


-Jeſus, the Lord, their harps employs : 
Jeſus, the God, they fing : 

c Teſus, the life of endleſs joys,” 
Sounds ſweet from every ſtring. 


CC ˙²— > Io ner Aon AAAS ao AC" — —— 
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| How far beyond the narrow bounds | 
Of time and fpace they run, 


And echo, in majeſtic ſounds, 
The triumphs of the Son ! 


Arife, my ſoul, and join the ſong : 
Fe faints, adore him'too: 
Ye ſouls who to the Lord belong; 
Here's bleſſed work for you. 


With joy divine, with bliſs replete 
The ſubjects of his grace : 
Shall ſurely, and ſhall ſhottly meet 

Before the Savior's face 


CCCXII. C. M. Sraerx. 
The Foys of Haaven. 


15 Lord, and warm each languid heart, 

l nſpire each lifeleſs tongue; 
And let the joys of heav'n impact 
Their influ'nce to our ſong. 


Sorrow, and pain, and every care, 

And diſcord there ſhall ceafe ; 
And perfect joy, and love, ſincere 

Adorn the realms of. peace. 


The foul, from ſin for ever free, 

Shall mourn its pow'r no more; 

Bu, cloath d in ſpotleſs purity, 
RNedeeming love adore. 


There on a throne (tow 2 l pri It 7) 
Th' exalxed Savior ines; * ; * 
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And beans ineffable delight 
On all theheav'nly minds. 


There fhall the fofow'rs of the kene 
Join in immortal ſangs; ee 

And endleſs hanars'ta his name 
Employ their tune ful tongues. 


Lord tune ou hearts to praiſe and lore, 
Our feeble notes mn 5: 
Till, in thy bliſsful courts abave,.. 

We Job. angelic choir, | 


c ccwn. L. M. Srazlz- 7 


Heeventy Worſhip. 


For a ſweet inſpiring ay, 

To animate our feeble 3 
From the bright realms of endleſs day, 
The bliſsful realms where Jefus reigns! 


Thane: low befare his gtorious throne, 
Adoring ſaints and angels fall; 


— 


1 
939 
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: And, with delightful. b on 


His ſmile thefr bliſs, their por Re theis alls, 


Immortal eloriescramn His head, 
While tuneful hallelajaks tiſe : 


And love, and joy and — HY 5 
Through all, the regions of the fins. 


He ſmiles, and ſeraphs tune their ſongs. 

»_ To boundlefs/rapture while they gære: 

Ten thouſand, thouſand joyful rorgues 
Reſound bas exertating privife, - 


'T- 


. 
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IT 990-1. 
There all the ranſom'd of the Lamb 
Shall join, at laſt, the heav'nly choir : 


O may the joy-inſpiring theme 


ow warm our hearts with holy fire ! 


Dear Savior, letthy ſpirit ſeal 

Our title to that bliſsful place ; 
"Till death removes this earthly veil, 
And glory crowns thy ſaving grace. 


SUPPLEMENT. 


Crration, Providence and Grace. 

| We ILST all thy glories, O my God, 
| Thro' the creation ſhine ; | 

_ Whilſt rocks, and hills, and fertile vales,. 

Proclaim thy hand divine; | 


O may I view with humble heart 
The wonders of thy pow'r, 
Diſplay'd alike in wilder ſcenes, 
As in each blade and flow'r. 


But whilſt I taſte thy bleſſings, Lord, 
And ſip the ſtreams below; 5 
O may my ſoul be led to thee, 

From whom all bleſſings flow. 


And if ſuch footſteps of thy love, 

Thro' this loſt world we trace; 

How far tranſcendent are thy ways 
Throughout the works of grace 


Juſt as before yon noon-tide ſun 
The brighteſt ſtars are ſmall ; 

Fo earthly comforts are but ſnares, 
Till grace has erown'd them all. 


[ _ 
cccxv. Sevens. LyNDALL's Cal. 


The deſpiſed Nazarene. 


TE deſpiſed Nazarene, | 
Who is chief in my eſteem ; 


 Mark'd with ſceurges, nails and ſpear, 
Hung an enſign in the air. 


None among the ſons of men, 
None among the heav'nly train, 
Can with Telus Chriſt compare; 
| Who is my ſupremely fair. 


Had 1 Gabriel's heav'aly tongue, 
He ſhould ever be my ſong; 


Object of my preſent bliſs, 
: * of my future praiſe. 


cccxvl. c. M. Warrs's H. 
EKedemption and Protection. | 


RISE, my ſoul, my joyful pow n, | 
| A And triumph! in my | 


Awake, my voice, and loud proclaim. 
His glorious grace abroad. | 


He rais'd me from the deeps of ſin, 
The gates of gaping hell, 

And fix'd my ſtanding more ſecure 
Than 'twas before I fell, 


| -The arms of everlaſting love 
Beneath my ſoul he plac'd, 
And on the rock of ages -j 


"wm llipp ry 8 faſt. 
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The city of my bleſs'd abode _ 
Is Kd around lvith grace ; $. * 
Salvation for a bulwark ſtands 


To ſhield the facred place. 


Satan may vent his tharpeſt fpite 
And all his legions roar ; 


Almighty were wards 34 
And bounds his raginp pow. N. 


Ariſe, my ſoul, rake, my voice, 

And tunes of pez 5 " 
Loud hallelujatm tu 2dr 

; "oy Savior and my King. 


 CCCX VEAL. C. NM. AT 


Love #6 Jeſus ® 


0 not I love thee, Omy Lord * ? 
Behold my heart, and fee 

And turn each curſed idol out, 

That dare$to rival thee. 


: Do not I love thee from mY. ſoul ? 
- "Then let me nothing 10 Ve © 
Dead be my heart 10.eu'ry joy 
| Which God does not e 


15 not thy dame melodiens dll 
To mine attentive car? * 
Doth not each pulſe wich pleaſure bound A 


My Savior's voice to hear? 


Thou know'ſt I love thee, 1 Low: 
But oh! 1 long to Toar | 


nn. 
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L Far from the — morn Joys, 1 
1 Aua learnto love tes more _ . 
cccxvlil. | Sevens. | Newrox. © - 
5 Bui ye are come | unto: Mount. Zion, r. | 


OT to Sinai S dreadful. blaze: 


But to Zion's throne of grace; : 
By a way mark'd out with blood, 
Sinners NOW approach to God. 


Not to hear the fiery law, 


But with humble joy to draw 


Water, by that well ſupply'd, 
Jeſus open'd when he dy'd. 


Lord, there are no ſtreams but thine, 


Can aſſuage a thirſt ike mine! 
Tis a thirſt thyſelf didſt give, 
ng: me therefore drink and live. 


The Chriſtian's Prize in View. 


QAYS Faith, «© Look vonder, ſee the crown, 
« Laid up in heav'n above; 

Says Hope, © Anon, it ſhall be mine; “ 

I long to wear't,“ ſays Love. 


Defire faith, „What! is there my crown ? 
Then to that place I'll flee, 

15 I cannot bear a longer 7-4 __ 
9 "oy reft ry fain would ſee.” 


Z3 


1+} 
Nut ſtay»” ſays Patience, © wait a while,” 
„The crown's for thoſe that fight ; 


© The prize for thoſe that run the race, 
By faith and not by ſight,” 


Thus Faith enjoys a pleaſing view, 
Hope waits, Love ſits and ſings; 
Dofire, ſhe flutters to begone, 
But Patience clips her wings. 


2 Altho' the vine its fruit deny 
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THE INITIAL LINES. © 
A LL the Lord's honor'd, choſen race 67 


Alas! by nature how deprav'd 
Awake, my heart, ariſe my tongue 
 AfﬀMiQed ſaints, to Chriſt draw near 
A Friend there is---your voices join 
Ass on the croſs the Savior hung 
Angels, roll the rock away = 
Awake, ſweet gratitude, and ſing 
All ye to whom the Savior's dear 


All-hail ! the great Immanuel's name 


All ye that paſs by, - 
Array d in mortal fleſfſi— 
Alas my Lord my Love is gone 
Awake our ſouls, away our fears 
Awake our drowſy ſouss 


A voice ſhall ſoon be heard FO 


| Be the great God on high - 


| Begin my ſoul, ſome heav'nly theme 


Believers, of mercy alone 
Bleſſed are the ſons of Gd 
Blow ye the trumpet blow «+ 
| Behold, the blind their fight recei 
Bleſt angels aid us with your ſong 
Beyond the glittering ſtarry ſkies 
Behold the mighty Savior comes 
Bury'd in ſhadows of the night 
Behold how ſinners difagree - 
Brought ſafely by his hand thus far 
Bleſſed are the dead who reft - 


The * always refers to thy Hv ux. 


Come, all harmonious tongues = 
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8 happy ſouls who know the Lord — 


Come, ye that know and fear the Lord 2s | | 


Come, guilty ſouls and flee away - 80 
_ Chriſt hath bleſſings to impart - 82 
Come, ye ſinners poor and wretched 84 
Come, happy ſouls approach your God 95 
Chriſt knows the heights of heav'nly blifs 102 
Come, tune ye ſaints your nobler ains 107 
_ Chriſt is riſen from the dead = — 


Come, ye that love the Savior's'name - 
Come, let us join the cheerful — 
Come, heavenly Love inſpire my nn. 
Chriſt is th' eternal Rock = = 
Come, Holy Spirit, cone 
Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove | «97-4 
Children of the heavenly King 
Come ye that love the Lord = ' = 
Come thou Fount of ev'ry blefling - 
Come thou deſire of all thy faints = 


Come, Lord, and warm each Janguid beans ; 13 — : 


Do thou, my ſoul, in facred lass 14 
Deceiv'd-by "Cabiil ſnares of hell 29 
Deep in the duſt before thy throne - © 42 
Dear Shepherd of thy people, here 248 
Deareſt Savior help thy ſervant — 246 
Day of judgment, &. - 304 
Deſcend from heaven immortal Dove 3009 
8 
6 
AA 
4 


Eternal Spirit ; ; Thee we bleſs 
Eternal Wiſdom thee we praiſe 
Eternal Power, al y God 
Expand, my ſoul, ariſe and ans 
_ Ere Chaos into order mov'd - ay: 
Ere the blue heav'ns were ſtretch's abroad 94 


| Great God how wide rhy glory ſhines 11 


| Grace! tis a charming ſound 
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== | Hymn. 

Fncourag'd by thy word 209 
Eternal Source of every joy - 283 
Father of mercies in thy word . 33 
For ever may my ſong recotd = - 83 

| Forgiveneſs! tis a joyfal found — 82 7 

Father, we ſing thy wond'rous grace 100 


Foes full of might and malice ſtand - 124 
Faith views che precious promiſe ſeal'd 163 
Father, hate er of earth wy 4 — 2 
Far from but wn vain world d Ee 2 
For a ſeaſon tali d to pat mw 45 
Father, is not thy promife pledg d 265 
Fur from thefe narrow ſcenes of night 310 


Great God bow infinite urt thou 1 
Great God of wonders! a1 thy ways oh 
Ged moves in a myſtetious way = 


Glory to Gol Who reigns above -- ST 
Great vas de day the joy'was great 


155 
Guide me, * e '- 21 
Give thanks to God; he reigns above 226 


Great Ruler of the eanh-and ſkies - 289 


Hail, ſacred One! almighty Three 
How can ye hope, deluded fouls, 
How beauteous are their feet - 
Hail mighty Jeſus ; how divine 
How is our nature marr'd by ſin 
How willing was Jeſus to die 
How ſhall 1 dare approach the Lord 
Hd! ev'ry one that thirſts draw nigh 
Md firm a foundation, &c. - = 
Holy wonder heavenly grace - — 


S Er 
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High let us ſwell our tuneful notes 
Hoſanna to the royal Son -— & | 
Nie dies! the Friend of ſinners dies- 126 | 
Hoſanna to the Prince of light 
He lives, he lives no more to die — 

How ſhall I my Savior ſet fortin mo 
Hail to the Prince of life and peace 121 {| 
Hail, Sov'reign love, that firſt began | 

How ſweet the name of Jeſus ſounds 134 
Hou ſtrong thine arm is mighty God 139 
He who on earth as man was know 146 
Holy-Ghoſt, upon us ſhine <- 159 | 
How helpleſs guilty nature lies - 162 
How fad our ſtate by nature is — 164 
Happy the heart where grace doth reign 171 
Happy the man who finds the gracs 177 
_ Happineſs our end and aim — 183 
Happy are they who know the Lord 221 
Hoſanna to our conquering King — 238 
Hark ! the voice ot love and mercy : 
Happy ſoul, who hears and follows 262 
Herald of the King of Kings -  - 264 
How condeſcending and how kind 276 
Ho long thall earths alluring toys 290 
How happy are the fouls above 93 
How will the wicked ſtand - 294 


' 
3 
2 


Infinite grace! and can it be- 
If Chriſt be my defence and towr 
If duſt and aſhes might preſume 
I aſk'd the Lord that I might grow 
Immoveable thy promiſe ſtands 
In ſweet exalted ſtrains -< _ 
In Jordan's tide the Baptiſt ſtands - 
4An.heav'n the dear Redeemer ſas 


[ * 6:4 0 : 
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| . 85 Hymn. 
Jehovah once to Iſrael ſpoke = 36 
| Teſus, th' eternal fon of God < 42 
Jeſus, we bleſs thy Father's name 45 
Jeſus is our great ſalvation - - 5 
Jeſus, my life, thyſelf apply - - 73 
Jefus, our Lord, aſcend thy throne - 119 
| Jeſus, in thee our eyes behold — 130 
fleſus, our Kinſman, and our God - 136 
__ Jeſus, lover of my ſoul - - 143 
Jeſus Shepherd of the ſheep - — 150 
Join all the glorious names — 155 
Jeſus, I love thy charming name — 172 
Jeſus, Lord, we look to thee - — 174 
oy is a fruit that will not grow — 178 
1 eos thou all ſuſtaining word — 236 
fleſus; and ſhall it ever be „„ 
: Jelus, in thy tranſporting name — 271 
Jeſus invites his ſaints = = — 
Jeſus, ſin- atoning Lamb  < 285 


| Kind is the ſpeech of Chriſt our Lord, 255 


Lord, where ſhall guilty fouls retire - 13 
Let the whole race of creatures lie = 14 

Lord, when our raptur'd thought ſurveys 26 
Lord, how myſterious are thy ways - 27 
Lord, I would ſpread my ſore diſtreſs 
Love divine all love exeelling 49 

Long ere the ſun ſhot forth his beams 52 

Lord we adore thy boundleſs grace - 

Let us adore th' eternal word 0 

Let me but hear my Savior ſay— 149 

Lord, we are vile conceiv'd in ſin 

Lord, I cannot let thee go — 204 

Lord; bring backſliders near thy throne 220 
Lord, we come before thee now 239 
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Lard diſmiſs us with with thy bleſſing 243 
Let mortal tongues attempt to ſing, - 250 
Let hypocrites attend — 25 
Let Zion in her King rejoice = 258 
Lord! how deli heful ” tis to meet, * 273 
- Lo he comes! Xe. - - 304 
Mercy is welcome news indeed „ 
My fout, with joy i N 76 
Mortals awake, with angels join, - 90 


Mighty God, while angels blefs thee. 943 
My God my portron, and my love ORE 
My God, my life, my fore 1956 
My moft indutgent Savior - ary 
May the grace of Chriſt our Savior 44S - 


Now to God a joyfub fong . « 
Now be my heart in{pir'd to ſing Fe 
Naw for a tune of lofty praiſe 4 
Nou begin the heavenly teme - 
No to the Lord a grateful fong - 
Now let the. ſaints. declare 
Nou let oun mournful ſongs record - - 
Now in the face of Jeſus, we 


Not all the treaſures earth can boaſt. - 
Nothing ean preſerve my goi — 
: po ſtrength of natuse can ſ 1 — 
ow let the feeble all be ſtrong = 


Now in the gall'ries of his grace 
Now let our drooping hearts rejoice 


Our God, how firm his promiſe ſtands 

O come, thow woundeg Lamb of God 

On what amazing words of grace 
Ol the delights, the hear” wy} PR 5 
O eternah, bleſſed youu np 


| Savior, be pleas d to meet us here 
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O0 Holy Spirit breatd e 160 
O God, what ſilken cords are thine 161. 
On the brink of fiery ruin 188. 
O love divine, how ſweet thou att 1907. 
O my ſoul, what means this ſadneſs 196 
O thou, whoſe tender mercy hears 200. 
Oh; for a beam of heavinly day - 20 
O how ſecure are thoſe & 5. = 
O ©. Jeſus, our Lord. 242 
DO for a ſweet inſpiring ray — * 


Plung'd in a,gulph of dark deſpair- 99 
Paſchal Lamb, by God appointed - 138” 
Pity: a hel lefs ſinner Lord ,..;.- - 29 
Pleaſing Nring again is here. , +110. 2886 

Praiſe ye * Lord: Oh bliſsful theme - 28 
Prepare us, gracious Gd — 296 


CE: - 
Sovereign Ruler of the ſkies. ' = = 
Salvation, O the joyful-ſound'' + '-- 64 
Sing to the Lord, ye diſtant lands 
Stretch d on the .croſs,the Savior dies 104. 
Sinner bid the world adieu 178. 
Sinner, away from Sinaigfly- ,- = + 180 
Sinee Chriſt has borne my ſin and curſe 1879. 
Shew pity, Lord, O Lord forgivre 189 
Savior of ſinners, deign to ſ̃ine 29 „ 
Safely through another week 235. TT 
Source of light and pow'r diviae 241. 
r 
Swecteſt notes let ſaints empley, 39 
Sweet the moments, rich in bleſſing 278.2 
Sion, rejoice, and Judaliꝭ ing - „ 
Stoop down, my thoughts, that ufe to. riſe 297. 
Soon ſhall the Judge of quick and dead 305 ? 


y 


Sweet is the mem'ry of thy gra 
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The king of heaven his table ſpreads 


To him that choſe us firſt - - 4 
The Lord Jehovah reigns -<- <- 9 
Thou didſt, O mighty God, exiſt - 10 
Thy mercy, my God, is the theme, &c. 23 
Twas by an order from the Lord 32 

The heavens declare thy glory, Lord 
The law commands, and makes us know 35 

Tis not the law of ten commands * 
The true Meſſiah now appears 40 

This is goſpel; this alone 41 

This is the word of truth and grace = 
"T was fix'd in God's eternal mind = 46 

The mighty frame of glorious grace 58 
Thou only ſovereign of my heart - 71 
Tho” earth and Satan rage 74 
To God, the only wiſe - 5 
The Lord on high proclaims - 83 
*Tis finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid —<- 105 

The Lord is riſen from the dead - 115 

The fountain of Chriſt = - =< 129 
To our Redeemer's glorious name - 144 
The wonders, Lord, thy lqye hath wrought 151 
The Lord will happineſs divine 165 

Tis a point I long to know - 170 
Thou lovely ſource of true delight - 17 

Thy way, O God is in the fea —< 176 
Tell me Savior from above - — 191 
Thee will I praiſe, O Lord my ſtrength 192 
Thou, who for ſinners once waft {lain 207 

Thou only centre of my reſt - — 214 

Thus far my God hath led me on 2324 
The Lord of ſabbath let us praiſe - 231 
To-day the Savior roſe® = 2232 

Thou muſt, Lord, my heart prepare 2 


; 247 
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While with ceaſeleſs courſe, the ſun 


ER | : Hymns 
The king of ſaints, how fair his face 253 
The voice of my beloved ſounds — 257 
There's joy in heaven, and joy on earth 260 

To our Redeemer's praiſe - =< 261 
Thus it became the Prince of grace, 269 

-. The law by Moſes came ' - 2270 
To Jeſus our exalted Lord <- 274 
Thee we adore, eternal name - 291 

Thy life I read, my deareſt Lord - 299 

There is a land of pure delight — 300 

The ſaints of God whilſt here — 307 
Upriſing from the darkſome tomb - 109 
Uncertain how the way to find — 198 

We give immortal praiſe «= = 
When man rebell'd againſt the Lord 1 

We aſk no more the dreadful law  - 39 

Why does your face, ye humble ſouls 6 

What equal honors thall we bring - 117 

Why ſinks my wear. deſponding mind 167 

What a fair country lies above — 181 

When on my beloved T gaze - 194 

What diff rent pow'rs of grace and fin 197 
WMWhen darkneſs long has veil'd my mind 199 

Who ſhall the Lord's elect condemn 215 
What tender pity, love and care a0 

Weeping ſaint no longer mourn < 217 

What mine! the cov'nant of his grace 225 

Welcome ſweet day of reſt - — 232 

What are poſſeſſions, fame and pow'r 251 
Who is this fair one in diſtreſs mM 

Would you win a ſoulggo God — 263 

When Jeſus roſe and left the dead - 267 

Me bleſs the Lord who gave this cup 275 


. — — 
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What numerous crimes, increaſing riſe 286 
What hath God wrought, Ke. 288 
When languor and diſeaſe invade - 295 
Why ſhould our mourning thoughts delight 301 
Where fhall the guilty ſinner flee - 306 


When thou my righteous Judge ſhall come 308 


Yonder---amazing ſight !---I ſee - 106 

Yes, my beloved to my fight =—<- 125 
Ye mourning ſinners, here diſcloſe ' = 142 
Ye heav'n-bound ſoldiers all - - 21 


Ye wretched, hungry, flarving poor 248 


Zion's a city built of God - 259 
Zion, rejoice, and Judah, ſing — 284 


SUPPLEMENT. 
Whilſt all thy glories, O my God - 314 
The deſpiſed Nazarene —<- 315 
NMuiſe, my ſoul, my joyful pow'rs - 316, 
Do not J love thee, O my Lord — | 


337, 
Not to Sinai's dreadful blaze = 318, 


Says Faith“ Look yonder, fee the crown” 319 


FINIS. 


* * 
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